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One 


"This is the last time, Taylor! | can't take anymore of this, Taylor! I'm moving out, Taylor!" He grumbled to 
himself as he pulled his bike off the rack that fit over the spare tire of his SUV. The thin, gangly, blonde- 
haired man was angry so he decided he needed some time out here in the mountains by himself to work off 


some steam. 


His boyfriend of twelve years moved out last week, claiming that Taylor was more interested in his work and 
all the young, hard bodies that came his way. It was partly true. He did have a finely honed appreciation for 
the male human form. But he had never, ever stepped out on Dave. At least, not that Dave was aware of. He 
accused Taylor of it but he could never prove it. And the reality is Taylor hadn't done it since he got sober 


four years ago. 


Since he quit drinking and drugging, the only highs Taylor got were out in the surf or on the trail. Did he 
become addicted to it? Maybe. Did it take up a lot of his time, leaving Dave feeling neglected and ignored? 
Certainly. In his defense, though, he had asked his partner to come out and do these things with him. But Dave 
wasn't exactly the outdoorsy type, preferring to lock himself in his studio and work on yet another metal 


sculpture of yet another dragon or lion or whatever fucking animal he was into this week. 


As Taylor buckled the chin strap of his helmet, he tried to remember how they had gotten together in the 
first place. Maybe it started over a bowl and a six pack at a beach party. Dave was attractive. He was taller 
than Taylor by an inch or two. He was bulkier, not heavy but well built. He had hair the color of melted 
chocolate and eyes that were deep and dark, always very clear windows to Dave's soul. Taylor was immediately 
attracted to him as he was perfectly the blonde's type, and it was definitely mutual. But, slowly, things fell 


apart and Taylor was just too stupid to admit it and move on. Or too preoccupied to care. 


He jammed a bottle of water into its carrier and then put his headphones on. He stepped up onto the bike's 
pedal and swung his thin leg over the seat. Now it was time to just go, go, go and leave all of that bullshit 
behind. 


wun 


The tan manila folder sat open on his desk. Chris sat limply in his chair, eyes turned toward the large picture 
window that overlooked the mountain range that he loved so much. How he wished he was out there now. 
Instead, he had to review the test results and figure out some way to tell the parents of a five year old boy 
that their son had leukemia. This was the worst, absolute worst, part of being a doctor. Sure, you could argue 
that the sheer volume of good things he did outweighed the bad. But when there was bad news, it was the 


worst bad news one could imagine. À sweet, innocent little boy was very ill 


"Shit." Chris muttered as he closed the folder and stood. He pulled his hair back in the elastic he always kept 
around his wrist and then ducked his head out the door. 


Betty, his receptionist and aunt, was sitting at her desk, putting play-doh back in its container after she lifted 
the purple blob to her nose and sniffed it. 


"Aunt Bet, | gotta take off. Just give me an hour or so, okay?" 
"Bradley Terwilliger at 230." She replied without looking up. 
"Got it. Thanks." 

"Christopher?" 

"Yeah?" 


She finally did look up at him and with the wisdom and kindness he had come to love about his weird, old aunt, 
she said softly, "You'll take care of it" 


"Thanks." 


He was out the door and jogging across the plain toward the foothills. He'd run the trails until he had convinced 
himself of what she just said. There was a strange truck in the parking lot today, it stood out from the all the 


other Smart cars and Priuses that he usually saw parked there. 

"Afternoon, Doctor Bl" A pretty woman called as she was leaning against her Fiat, stretching. 

"Hi, Mrs. Jameson! How's Brittany?" 

"Good! Got top of her class honors in sharing!" She said proudly. 

"Terrific!" Chris replied, inwardly shaking his head. 

"Doctor B," She now ran to catch up to him. "I have a brother named Frankie. | think he might be..well..like you." 
‘lm on a schedule today, Mrs. Jameson. | gotta fly." And he left her in the dust as he sprinted up the trail 
Head down, chugging, grumbling, he wanted to think about the sick kid, not the fact that women were trying to 
set him up with their brothers, cousins, best friend's neighbor who may or may not be gay. He worked his 
body hard every day. In the mornings, he jogged on his treadmill for an hour and then did weight training for 
another. All before rine o'clock Chris was quite fit and quite proud of it. He was tall and lean, a nice tapered 
waist and broad shoulders. His arms were large and solid, as were his thighs. He had long, curly chestnut 


brown hair and friendly, soft hazel eyes. It was no worder, truly, that women wanted to set him up. 


He pushed on, up the mountain, rounding a curve in the trail. Chris heard the tires on the gravel before he 


saw anything. And even then, all he saw was a skinny, angry blonde man on a bike, screaming at him as he 


tumbled. 
"Fucking asshole! Look where the hell you're going!" The blonde screamed as he tumbled off his bike. 


Chris tumbled also, landing on his stomach with the guy's bike on top of him. "Watch where l'm going?" He 
grumbled. "Watch where you're going! You could really hurt somebody being reckless like that.” 


The blonde was up on his feet, adjusting his helmet, and he yanked the bike off of Chris. He merely climbed 
back on it and was about to ride off when Chris’ large, strong hand wrapped around the handlebar. 


"Hold on! You can't just ride away like that. First of all, you're bleeding. Second of all, rude much?" 
"Rude??" Taylor screamed back. "You made me wreck!" 

"You ran over me because you were going too fast and not paying attention" 

“Whatever, dude. Let go" Taylor tried to ride off but Chris as too big and strong. 


"Come back to my office, | can clean up your scrapes at least." 


"No, thanks. Just a little cut. Itll stop bleeding. Now, let go." 
"Say you're sorry" 


"No! Fuck you, man!" He finally shoved the brunette's hand away and, for a split second, Chris could have sworn 


this tiny blonde man gave him a once over. 


Taylor needed to get out of there as fast as he could He knew he was at fault. He knew his music was too 
loud and he wasn't paying attention to the trail because he was busy becoming more and more angry with 
Dave. He had been replaying every argument and every fight they had had over the course of the last few 
years. And it was like this big neanderthal had just appeared on the trail and Taylor could do nothing to stop or 
slow down. He was actually kind of amazed the guy got right back up with barely a scratch. The blonde took 
one last look at the man before he rode off. He was tall, like Dave, and built like a brick shithouse. Dave had 
nothing on him in that area. But his face. His face was kind and serene. The expression in his eyes was 
something akin to childlike innocence. Taylor shook the image out of his head and huffed. Don't be fucking 
stupid, Hawkins. 


Chris sighed and shook his head as he dusted himself off and slowly limped down the trail. There was a hole 
torn in the knee of his pants and blood trickling from a cut right on his kneecap. The bike's pedal had dug right 


into him. 


He was still grumbling to himself about the stupid, arrogant little jerk when he arrived back at his office. He 


took his pants off, cleaned up the cut and put on a new pair of dark olive cargo pants. 

"What did you do up there? Climb to the top and launch yourself off?" Aunt Bet asked from the doorway. 
"No, some little, punk asshole on a bike wasn't paying attention to where he was going and ran right into me." 
"Speaking of little, punk assholes. Bradley is waiting," 

Chris grinned and said, "Put them in the green room and I'll be there in five minutes.” 

"You got it” 

"Thank you." 

Bradley Terwilliger was a good kid. Mostly. It was his mother that was the problem. Bradley had a mild case of 
ADHD, which was only made worse by the fact that the only time his mother was interested in what the kid 
was doing was when she could make an appointment to bring him to see Chris. 


"Bradley, how are you today, sir?" Chris greeted the eight year old with a smile. 


"Good, Doctor B. How are you? Why do you have a twig in your hair?" 


"| do?" 
"Hello, Doctor B" His mother said as she pulled a hand through her long, dark brown hair. 
"Hello, Mrs. Terwilliger." 


Bradley stood from his chair when Chris sat down on the exam stool. The boy reached into Chris’ pulled back 


hair and pulled out a small twig. 

"What were you doing?" The boy giggled. 

| was out hiking before your appointment. And some mean boy on a bike knocked me down" 
"Why?" The child's eyes grew wide. 

"He wasn't paying attention to where he was going.’ 

"Ohh. | like hiking!" 

"Oh, you do? Where do you go hiking?" 

"Nowhere." 

| see. Well, you should go with your Mom sometime." Chris smiled at the woman 


"Mom works full time and then comes home to take care of you and your sister and since your father is a 


gigantic ass-" 

"Okay!" Chris turned the boy's attention back to him. "So what can | help you with, today, Bradley?" 

"Mommy says | -" 

"He needs Ritalin. He's out of control." 

"Out of control?!" Chris smirked at the boy. He knew Ritalin was the last thing Bradley needed. The first thing 
he needed was attention from his mother and someone to keep him busy. "Bradley, Aunt Betty got some new 
toys the other day. There's a puzzle out there that she really stinks at. | bet you could go and show her how 
to put it together. You want to?" 


"Yeah!" 


"Okay, go ask her to show you the new puzzle of the goldfish. | bet she'll be happy that you're gonna help her.’ 


Chris stood and opened the door and the boy scurried off to go find the puzzle. When he closed the door again, 


he turned to Mrs. Terwilliger and sat down next to her. 


"Ritalin is unnecessary for Bradley." He said firmly. "| understand it's difficult with his father out of the 
picture. He needs tasks. He needs something to help him learn to focus on things. Make games out of household 
chores, give him small responsibilities. | promise you, if you give him things to do, he will do them happily and 


not act out. Ritalin is just something to keep him quiet and out of your way and, excuse me, but that's wrong" 


She leaned forward, giving Chris a good look at her cleavage. Her hand was on her throat when she said, "His 


father IS out of the picture." 
"Look," Chris stood. "I can appreciate what you're going through here but this is incredibly inappropriate." 
"I know you're gay. | don't care." 


"Mrs. Terwilliger, please. Take care of your son. He's a really great, bright boy and | promise, if you engage in 
him, spend time with him like he needs you to, your relationship with him as well has his very, very mild 


condition, will improve. Now, please." Chris reached for the door. 


Fine, you won't give me the fucking script, I'll find a doctor who will" She barked at him as she exited the 


room. "Bradley, we're leaving. Now." 
"See you later, Aunt Betty! Bye, Doctor Bl" The boy yelled and waved. 


Chris painted a fake smile on and waved at the kid. 


wun 


In the evening, back at his Malibu home, Chris stood on the deck, leaning his elbows on white painted steel 
railing. He had a bottle of beer in one hand as his eyes scanned the mountains and, beyond them, the dark blue 
ocean. He followed a sailboat as it lazily drifted by. The events of the day drifted through his mind just as 
slowly as the boat passing by. 


He felt a pang of guilt zap at his heart when he thought about Bradley and the fact that he'd lost him. Seemed 
his mother probably would take the kid to other doctors until she found one who'd just write the prescription 
And it probably wouldn't be very hard to find another who was willing. Then he thought about the five year 
old with leukemia. He would sit down with the family tomorrow to discuss their plan of action. He planned on 
referring them to a pediatric oncologist but would definitely continue to monitor the child and his progress. 
And then the vision of that asshole on the bike snaked its way into his head. The flaring light amber eyes and 
tufts of bleach blonde hair that escaped beneath his helmet, the darker scruff that looked like it hadn't been 
shaved in several days, the long, thin limbs and weathered looking hands. All right, so he was attractive. He was 


still an asshole. 


Chris straightened and downed the remainder of his beer. He turned back to the house and decided he should 
find something to eat. But the thought of entering the large, empty house made him stop. He leaned back and 
admired the pale yellow concrete exterior of his beloved safe haven. He was so happy to be living in the hills 


of Malibu, where everything he loved was readily accessible. But tonight, he felt isolated and lonely. 
‘When was the last time you got laid, Broderick?" a little voice inside spoke up. 


Way too long ago. Shawn. They met a some charity golf event and immediately hit it off. They dated for about 
a year. Chris was ready to settle down, Shawn wasn't. He had a dream of playing the pro golf circuit and Chris 
wasn't going to stand in his way. As much as it hurt, Chris let him go. The doctor still checked in on Shawn 
here and there and was happy to find out he was still playing and making a bit of money doing it, too. He'd 
often considered asking the other man to dinner or something when he knew Shawn was in town. But he didn't. 
It was better to keep the break clean than marr it with the occasional date and/or booty call. So it had been 
about ten months since the last time they were together. 


After a fast dinner and a shower where he jerked off to thoughts of telling blondie where to go, Chris was in 
bed by ten o'clock. His fat, old cat, Jester, hopped up and took his place between Chris’ feet. 


woun 


He couldn't get the big, stupid neanderthal out of his head no matter what he did. When he finished his ride, he 
lifted the bike onto its rack on the truck. He saw those gigantic, long, thick arms that the brunette had. When 
he got home and showered off all the dust and sweat, Taylor noticed the cuts on his elbow and leg and recalled 


how the guy asked to clean them up for him at his office. What did he do for a living? 


The house was quiet and empty and Taylor relished it. It was nice not having to listen to Dave's tools going in 
his studio or have him around, nagging and complaining. Taylor ate Cheerios for dinner and left the bowl on the 


coffee table. He left dirty socks on the floor. Yeah, it was just him and Bo, his boxer, and life was good. 


Except for tonight. Tonight, Taylor laid on the couch, trying to watch Leno, but all he saw was the way 
Neanderthal's eyes flickered with hurt when Taylor yelled at him and rode off. Warm, friendly eyes, full pink 
lips. And that hair! The blonde's fingers itched to know what it felt like to be tangled in that hair. The guy's 
body was fucking incredible, too. And Taylor wondered why he'd never seen him on that mountain before. The 
guy seemed like he knew the trails pretty well. 


In the morning, Taylor was awakened by Bo licking his face. The dog had his front paws on the edge of the bed 
and was panting in the man's face when Taylor opened one eye. He was sprawled out on his stomach in the 
middle of the king sized bed he used to share with Dave. After a long walk with Bo and a swim in his pool, the 
blonde pulled on a dry, if not clean, pair of shorts and a t-shirt with the sleeves cut out. He slid his feet into 
flip flops and pulled an energy drink from the fridge. And then he and Bo drove down to his flagship store at 
Venice Beach. 


Taylor opened this store in 1992 at the age of 20. At that time, he sold used surfboards and beat up 
skateboards and bikes. Through trial and error and a lot of dumb luck, he expanded over the years to sell 
some of the world's best surfboards and several other items for the outdoors enthusiast. Twenty-one years 
later, he had four other stores dotted along the California coast. And plans to open a new store in Oahu 
sometime this year. 

His long time friend and manager of his store, Timmy, was sitting in his office when Taylor and Bo strolled in. 
"Whaddup?" Timmy was about the same age as Taylor, somewhere in his early 40s, but seemed the polar 
opposite. Timmy was a white bread, straight-laced family guy. He drove a minivan, had a pretty wife and two 
children. But he loved the surf and the mountains just as much as Taylor. 

"You heard anything from Oahu lately?" 

"Nothing much. Last | heard, same as you, they were still scouting out locations." 

"Suppose | better call them." 

"How you doin! man?" Timmy looked up from his computer. 

"Don't go there. Don't do that. I'm fine. Quit giving me that sympathetic look. I'm fine. It was long overdue." 


"Has he called or anything?" 


"Nope. He did call me a scumbag cheater in that little interview they did at his gallery opening, though. So 
that's nice." 


"Well, if the shoe fits, right?" 


"Fuck you, Tim." 


Two 


James and Wanda Torres were a middle class couple, married about ten years, still fixing up their starter 
home and working forty plus hours a week. They had planned to have a large family, four or five kids, they 
told Chris. Felix was going to be the first of many. And their dream was being fulfilled with Maria born soon 
after. But at age four, Felix began to get sick. A cold here, an ear infection there, sometimes just feeling 
generally ill and cranky. Chris was beginning to fear the worst and sent Felix for testing. 


His parents now sat in Chris’ office, staring at him with anxious, expectant expressions on their faces. Felix and 


Maria were playing with Aunt Bet. 


"Mr. and Mrs. Torres, as you know | received the results of Felix's blood testing. | am afraid | have bad news 


but | want you to know | have already engaged some help and he's one of the best pediatric oncologists in 


California - 
‘Oncologist? Felix has cancer??" Mrs. Torres screamed and immediately burst into tears. 
Chris cringed and gave himself a mental kick in the ass. 

"Cancer, Doctor B???" 

"l'm afraid its leukemia" He said quietly. 


The young couple sobbed and Chris rounded the desk to kneel between their two chairs. He was surprised when 
Wanda threw her arms around his neck and continued to cry, drenching his shirt. 


After several minutes of consoling the man and his wife, Chris sat cross-legged on the floor, still between 
them, looking up from one parent to the other, explaining what kind of leukemia Felix had and what kind of 
treatment he might receive. Two hours later, the couple emerged from his office and scooped up their 


children. They would return in three days and meet the oncologist Chris recommended here at his office 
Chris leaned against the doorframe, hands jammed into his pockets, head down 

"Head up, young man" Aunt Betty smiled. "You'll take care of it" 

He smiled weakly and murmured, "Thanks" 

He turned back into his office and softly closed the door. There was a reason he chose this location to open 


his practice. The mountains. Born and raised in Denver, Chris was used to mountains four or five times the 


size as those outside his window. But attending med school in Los Angeles, he fell in love with the west coast 


city life. 


wun 


Watching Felix go through chemotherapy treatment was difficult on Chris. Most evenings would find him 
pushing himself hard on the mountain trails, running along the trails as they snaked up the mountain. Panting 


heavily and sweating, he would get to the top, look out over the city and immediately start back down. 


Some nights, he didn't even bother to go home. He'd shower at the office and go right back to work. Reading 
case studies, reading Felix's notes, emailing different doctors. He'd eventually curl up on his couch and get two 


or three hours of sleep. 
Aunt Betty would come along in the morning and wake him with coffee and a sympathetic smile. 


‘Christopher, you keep running yourself into the ground like this, you aren't going to be helpful to anybody. I'm 
cancelling your appointments today and you're going home and getting some proper rest. No arguing. I've been 


by your house and fed Jester. He asked where the hell you were, too." 
"Thanks, Aunt Bet. l'm sorry." 


"No sorries. Just go home and get some rest. Felix is doing okay, you know. Now, I'll close up after | make these 
calls and then you come back tomorrow. Leave your computer here. All you need to do is sleep and eat, you 


hear me?" 
"| hear you.” 
"Good, go." 


Once at home, however, Chris was unable to crash. He stood on his deck, just gazing out at the ocean. A wave 
of sadness washed over the doctor. Maybe this was what he was actually trying to avoid by working so hard 
the last few weeks. Solitude. Loneliness. His own mortality. 


He shook it off as he wandered back inside. No, this was the life he had chosen This is what he wanted. 
Someone to share it with might be nice but all in all, he was living exactly as he desired. Although, jerking off 
by himself was getting really old. Physical contact with another would probably do a world of good in helping to 


relieve stress. 


Chris fixed himself something to eat and nursed a bottle of beer before taking a very long, very hot shower. 
The memory of that blonde guy on the trail was a very distant one. He could barely remember what the guy's 
face looked like and what words were exchanged. He could no longer use the memory to inspire him. Although, 
he tried. With one hand planted against the glass and the other wrapped around his cock, Chris closed his eyes 
and tried to relax. He stroked slowly, trying to think about anything that would turn him on Yet the only thing 


that he saw in his mind's eye was Felix's crying mother. 


woun 


"Taylor, he's a doctor!" Maura smiled. There was a conspiratorial grin on her face as she took her three year 
old daughter from the blonde's arms. 


"So what." He grumbled. 


"He's gorgeous! Just your type, tall, dark and handsome. And he loves the outdoors, just like you. He's always 
going biking or something. And he's gorgeous!" 


"What kind of doctor? Probably some stupid plastic surgeon who makes a killing doing nose jobs and breast 


implants." 

"He's Jordie's pediatrician. So there!" 

"Pediatrician who's gay, tall, dark and handsome AND enjoys doing stuff outside? Too good to be true." 
| know he's too good. Too good for you. | don't even know why l'm telling you about him." 


"You can't help yourself. You know two single gay guys and all of a sudden you want to smoosh us together 
like you're playing with dolls." 


Maura pouted. "But Taylor!" 
The thought of getting laid did appeal to Taylor but not if he had to put up with another's bullshit 
"He's not a total asshole, is he?" 

"Nol He's very sweet. Like | said, too good for you." 

"But he's a doctor! Is he some stiff, no sense of humor nerd?" 


"No! Look, I'm gonna give you his number and just call him. Tell him | gave it to you. Go on a date or something. 
| know its been a few weeks since.. well.this guy isn’t like Dave. He does like the same things you do." 


Maura fished an appointment card from her purse. She copied the phone number onto a post-it note, along 


with the guy's name, and handed it to Taylor, who took it while giving her the stinkeye. 
"If he turns out to be a dick, l'm feeding Jordie to the sharks. Just so you know." 


"Duly noted" Maura nodded with a smirk. "But you do need to get some action You are becoming a crusty, old 


curmudgeon." 


"Well, | know!" Taylor gave an exaggerated rise and fall of his shoulders and shook his head, grinning at Jordie, 


who laughed at him. 
"Jordie has a check up tomorrow. | will tell Doctor B all about you. Won't we, Jordie?" 
"Mommy!" The little girl squealed when Maura nuzzled her chubby little neck. 


‘Oh, God" Taylor rolled his eyes. "Just leave out the bad attitude and constant swearing. And how | used to 
cheat on Dave. A lot. And all the drugs | used to do." 


"If you ask me to leave out anything else, | won't be able to tell him anything but your name." 


"Ha ha, bitch." Taylor stood. "l'm going home. Tell the rest of your clan that I'll see them tomorrow. And give 
your husband more sex, huh? He's getting a little girthy." He moved his hands back and forth in front of his 


own, flat stomach. 
"So are you." 
Taylor flipped her off and then kissed Jordie on the head. "See you." 


"Call Doctor B!" 


When the blonde arrived home, Bo went straight for the pool and Taylor heard the animal's splash as he 
headed toward the kitchen. He emptied his pockets of phone, wallet, keys, Doctor Broderick's phone number. 
Initially, he dumped everything on the counter but then he picked the note up again and studied it. 


"Dr. Christopher Broderick." 


It's not that Taylor thought less of himself. It's not that he felt he didn't have anything to offer a doctor. But 
he still felt intimidated. He was just some ex-junkie, surfer bum who owned a few surf shops. On the other 
hand, if they both agreed it was just for some sex, he knew he had a lot to offer someone in that category. 
And Doctor Broderick wouldn't be a doctor anymore in between the sheets. Well, unless he was into that. 


Tall, dark and handsome, Maura said. Like Dave had been? Like that fucking neanderthal on the trail that day a 
few weeks ago? Fuck! What if that neanderthal is this doctor? No, there's no way. It was the middle of the day 
and that guy had a long ponytail and couldn't put three words together to form a proper sentence. But he did 
offer to fix up Taylor's bruises at his of fice. 


No! No way! There was no fucking way that guy was a pediatrician Now the blonde was pacing back and forth, 
staring at the slip of paper. He reasoned with himself that there was no way a doctor would look like him. 
Doctors were nerds. That guy was no nerd. He was probably just some wannabe rockstar who really made a 


living building rock walls. Being rock walls, Taylor scoffed as he remembered hitting the guy with his bike. 


The following morning, when he shuffled into the kitchen for a RedBull from the fridge, the note caught his eye 


again. 
Three days later, it was still sitting on his counter when Timmy called and bitched him out. 


"Dude, if Maura asks me one more time if you've said anything about the gorgeous Doctor Love, I'm gonna 


punch her. So, if you don't want to come and bail me out of jail, | suggest you call him. Now.’ 


"He's a fucking pediatrician, Tim. I'm a scumbag. I'm a fucking ex-junkie, surfer asshole who can barely stand to 


talk to you. What am | gonna talk to a doctor about?" 


"| don't fucking care. Don't talk to him, just fuck his doctor brains out. Just do me this favor and get my wife 
off my back, please!" 


Taylor sighed and picked up the piece of paper as he cradled the phone on his shoulder and raked his free hand 
through his long, sun-bleached hair. "What if he's like Dave?" 


'Like Dave, how?" 

"Perfect. Until he isn't anymore. You know what | mean?" 

"Ah, like good enough to get involved with but he might fuck you over in the future?" 
"Yeah" 


"But Dave didn't fuck you over until he got tired of you fucking him over. Besides, don't get involved. Just get 


some ass and that's that.” 

Taylor huffed. "Tim Fly, how did you ever get such a good girl to marry you? You're a fucking pig" 
| have a big dick" 

And then Taylor heard a dial tone. 

He reached across the counter and picked up the number. Taking a deep breath, he dialed his phone. 
"Hello, Doctor Broderick speaking." 


The blonde panicked. He expected to get an answering service or something. But the fucking guy, the doctor 


himself, answered! 
"Hello?" 


Taylor covered the phone with his hand and cursed. He sounded like a total nerd. 


"Hello? Anybody there?" 

"Shit!" 

‘lm sorry?" 

"Uh.l'm Taylor." He covered the phone again. "Fucking idiot!" 

"Hi, Taylor. Can | help you?" 

"Um..you, uh, | was given your number." 

Chris was sitting in his office, laptop open in front of him, reading case notes. He only picked up the phone 
because he expected the oncologist to call. Now he was stuck on this strange call with this strange, nervous 
man named Taylor. 

"You were given my number? By whom?" 


"Uh, Maura. Maura Fly. You see her daughter, Jordie." 


"Oh!" Chris crossed one arm across his chest and leaned back in the chair. "You're Taylor! Maura was in here 


the other day talking about her husband's boss." 


"Yes!" Taylor smiled for the first time since the call began and pumped one first in the air as he paced in the 


kitchen. Bo laid in the hallway and looked at his owner with a tilted head. 


"Look, you don't know how many times | get mothers in here, wanting to set me up with their brothers or 
cousins or hairstylists." 


And Taylor was immediately deflated again. "Yeah, no. | can imagine. Maura gave you a pretty good sell.” 

"She did? Well, she did the same with you. | usually don't even agree to these set ups. Especially the ones that 
start with, ‘There's someone | think you should meet... No offense but their taste in men is usually not my 
taste in men, you know what | mean?" 

Taylor laughed softly. "Well, Maura thinks I'm heinously ugly." 


"Yeah, she mentioned that." 


They laughed at the same time then. Taylor felt himself begin to relax. He pulled a stool from the counter and 


sat down. 


Two hours later, Chris was telling Taylor about growing up in Denver and all the hiking and camping he did in 
the Rockies during his time in Boy Scouts. Taylor had moved to spreading out on the couch. 


"You were a Boy Scout?" He giggled. 


"Hey! There's nothing wrong with Boy Scouts. Except that whole homophobic stance. But, you know, twenty-five 
years ago, we just didn't talk about that stuff. For all their faults, they did a hell of a job with me." 


‘Ive been to Colorado. We did Pike's Peak about two and half years ago." 


"We?" Chris asked. By this time, he too had moved to the couch in his office. He cringed at his stupidly veiled 


question. 
"Yeah, me and a couple of my friends. Guys who work for me. Maura told you what | do, right?" 


"Yeah, she said you own a few outdoors shops called The Garage. | know the one in Venice. Been in there a 


couple times. Nice place." 
"Thanks. We're, um, we're trying to open one in Hawaii now." 
"That's great! Congrats, man!" 


"Thanks." The blonde smiled. He liked the guy. He was cool, easy to talk to, into some of the same things, really 
down to earth. Not nearly as stiff and nerdy as he initially expected. 


After their first uncomfortable lull in the two hours they'd been speaking, Taylor broke the first rule of 
dating. 


"So, uh, why you single?" 
‘Um, well." 

"No, forget it. You dont have to answer that" 
"Why are you single?" 

"| asked you first” 


"Been single for about eleven months. Almost a year, wow." Chris sighed as time crept up on him. "He wanted 
to pursue his career and | just couldn't stop him, you know? Wouldn't, | guess. | might have been able to if | 


tried. But that ain't me. So we broke up." 


"What kind of career?" 


"He's a pro golfer now" 

"Oh. Hmm" 

Now you. Why are you single?" 

"| was with the same man for twelve years" 

"Wow! That's a long time. What happened?" Chris exclaimed. 

"Well, | don't really know. Grew in different directions, you could say. In the end, we realized we were together 
more out of habit than love" Taylor lied. "So its token me a few weeks to figure out how to get back out 


there. Thank you for being so kind and not scary at all” 


Chris laughed softly and the sound made Taylor melt into the couch cushions. And then the doctor tried to 
stifle a yawn and failed. 


"Yeah, it's getting late, huh? I'll let you go. Call me, you know, if you want." 
"Yeah, I'd like that. It was really great talking to you, Taylor. | have a really important case going on right now.. 


"Oh, hey. Sure, | understand" The blonde muttered. 


"No! No, I'm not blowing you off" Chris chuckled. "| was just thinking that talking to you has made me forget 
about it all for a while. Exactly what | needed. So, if your offer still stands, I'd love to talk to you again 


"Oh! Okay, cool. Good!" 
"Goodnight, Taylor. Next time you see Maura, tell her thanks." 


"Trust me, | willl Goodnight, Chris." 


Three 


"Fuck, | hate flying.” Taylor grumbled as he fastened his seatbelt. 

"But Hawaii, dude!" Timmy grinned. 

‘It's only for three days and no funny business! We go out, we set up this buy and we go home. You got it?" 
"Funny business? Me?" 

"Yeah, you." Taylor leaned back and closed his eyes. 


The flight to Honolulu was a little over six hours. With the three hour time difference, it was just about seven 
in the evening when they arrived at the hotel. 


"Want to grab some dinner?" Tim asked. 
"Yeah, sure. Give me a few minutes to get settled. Make it like 17:30, okay?" 
"Cool. Guess | better call the fam." 


Inside his room, Taylor threw his suitcase on the bed and wandered to the window. The view made him smile. 
Yeah, this was nice. | could get used to this, he thought. Maybe he ought to consider moving over here, at 
least for a little while until the store is up and running and doing well. His eyes drifted from the gorgeous blue 
ocean to the sandy beach below him and settled on the dark, glistening skin of a very attractive man laying on 
a beach chair. A switch flipped inside of the blonde and all he wanted to do was go introduce himself to that 
man down there and lure him back to his room. He told Timmy no funny business but that didn't mean he 
couldn't get a little action. Besides, he needed it. Needed some release in order to get his head screwed on right 
for this meeting in the morning. 


That settled it. Taylor quickly unzipped his bag and changed his shirt. He took one last glance out the window to 


make sure Hottie was still there and then made for the door. 


Hottie was laying on his back with a pair of sunglasses on when Taylor approached. He was about three steps 
away when his phone started ringing in his pocket. 


"Shit!" The blonde grumbled and ducked behind a large potted palm tree before he pulled out the phone. 
The screen told him it was Chris and Taylor grumbled again 


"Hey!" He knew he sounded overly cheerful. "How are you?" 


"Taylor, | want to see you. | need to see you." Chris sounded desperate and this freaked Taylor out. 
"What's going on? Chris, l'm in Hawaii. I'm closing on the property for the new store tomorrow." 
"Oh." 

"What's going on? You okay?" 


As the other man stammered on the other end of the line, Taylor sighed inwardly and rolled his eyes. He 
peeked around the tree and noticed that Hottie was gone. 


"isn't responding to the chemo." 

"What?" 

"My patient, the one with leukemia? He isn't responding to his treatment and | don't know what else to do." 
‘Oh! Wow, man l'm sorry." 

"IFs okay, | guess. | just thought.. nah, nevermind. So you're closing tomorrow. That's exciting." 

Taylor walked slowly back inside the hotel and took the elevator back up to his room. He enjoyed talking to 
Chris. They had three other conversations since the first. Taylor discovered so many great things about Chris 
and he was also slowly letting Chris see the real him. So retiring to his room early and having another great 
conversation with the doctor wasn't the worst way to spend his night. 

"Chris, let me call you right back. | need to tell Tim that l'm ditching him for dinner.” 

"Oh, but if you had plans, just call me tomorrow or something.” 

"Nah, dinner with Timmy Fly is not plans. Two minutes. I'll call you right back" 


wun 


Felix was fifteen days into treatment and Chris was not seeing the results he wanted and it was making him 
anxious. More anxious than before. After he left the office at seven, ran five miles on the treadmill and had a 


shower, he stretched out in bed and dialed Taylor. 


When Taylor told him he'd call him right back, Chris rolled to his side and used one hand to navigate his phone 
to his email. Nothing from the oncologist. 


A minute later, his phone was ringing. He loved that this guy kept up with him. He didn't jerk him around, he 
was honest with Chris, he was sweet and kind and interesting. 


"Thank you for calling back Its really nice to hear your voice." 

"Good to hear you, too. So the kid isn't getting better?" 

‘Its only been a few days. Maybe l'm just pushing it" 

Chris heard Taylor sigh softly and then grunt. 

"His oncologist doesn't seem to be concerned, though. 

"That's a good sign. | wish | could tell you to relax but | know you won't listen to me." 

| wish | could. | need to but it's all | can think about" 

"Well, let's see if we can get you thinking about something else." 

The doctor could hear the mischief in the other's voice. He settled back into the pillows and bit his lip. 
"What - " His voice cracked. "What, um, did you.. have in mind?" 

| have this big meeting in the morning. It'd be good for me relax, too." 

"Uh-huh..2" 

"Where are you right now?" 

"Laying in bed" 

"Perfect, me too." 

"Taylor, | don't.. Is this a good idea?" 

"Yeah, du-." Taylor stopped himself. Okay, Chris needs a little foreplay. The things the blonde went through just 
for a little fun He could have that hottie from the beach back here right now, talking him out of his little 
shorts and straight into Taylor's tight ass. But no, instead he's on the phone with this goodie doctor who, for 
the first time since Taylor had started talking to him, sounded a little uptight. 

"Chris, when | come home, we'll get together. We'll finally meet up and have a nice dinner on the beach or 
maybe you can come over my place and I'll cook for you. How does that sound, baby?" He turned on his 


bedroom voice. 


"That sounds really great. Thanks, Taylor.” 


"For what?" 
"Easing into this." Chris said with a soft laugh. 


And he'd be damned if that laugh didn't stir something inside of Taylor. He laid back on the hotel bed and 
spread his legs. Taylor closed his eyes and slid his right hand inside his shorts. 


"Speaking of easing," he began, still using that soft, seductive tone of voice. “why don't you get into bed?" 
Chris inhaled deeply as he rolled onto his back and closed his eyes. "I am." 

"Excellent. So now, imagine we've just finished dinner on my patio. ts dark out. There are stars in the sky and 
a warm breeze. | don't drink anymore but you're more than welcome to enjoy the bottle of - what's your 
favorite kind of wine?" 

"Not much of a wine drinker. | like a bottle of beer now and then" 

"Beer's not very romantic." 

“All right. Pretend | like wine. Pour me a glass of shiraz" 

"Sure. Would you like to bring that glass to the edge of the pool?" 

"You have a pool?" 


"| sure do. It has lights in it. | like to see who's swimming with me." 


Chris smiled and let his fingertips slip past the waistband of his boxer shorts. "I didn't bring anything to swim 


in 

"Good" 

"We haven't even kissed yet and you want me to get naked?" 

"We can kiss naked" 

"What if you're a horrible kisser and | decide | don't want to be with you? We're already naked” 


"Trust me when | tell you I'm not." 


Even over the phone, Chris knew Taylor was telling the truth. He relaxed a little more, feeling his body sink into 
the mattress. His fingers slid a little deeper into his shorts until he was lightly dancing them down the length 


of his awakening cock. 


His voice took on the low sultry tone of a man trying to seduce as well when he said, "Very well. So you got 


me out of my clothes. Now kiss me and prove you're not horrible.” 

‘In the water first. And finish that wine. It sounds like you need to loosen up a little." 

Chris laughed again. And the sound went straight to Taylor's cock. 

"Fuck, Chris. When you laugh.." The blonde sighed. He wrapped a fist around his cock and stroked it slowly. 
"What?" Chris asked softly, wanting the man on the other end of the line to go on 

"| like it when you laugh. That's a good sound. Turns me on" 

"Oh yeah? Come on, get in the pool with me. Does your pool have steps?" 

"Yeah. On one end." 

"Cool. And how deep is the other end?" 

"Eight feet." 

"Perfect. Dive in with me and race me to the steps. I'm a bit of a swimmer, you know?" 

"Is that so? You surf, too?" 

"Yeah. | suck at it but | like it" 

“Chris. | wish | was back in LA right now. We'd be doing this for real." 

"We can. Soon. Now, come on. Race me. Loser has to kiss the winner." 

They continued to tease each other while each man played with himself until Taylor moaned the other's name. 
"Chris, fuck yes." 

"Why, Taylor! Are you jerking off?" 

"Hell yeah." 


And there was that soft laugh again. 


"Aren't you?" 

"Yeah. Thinking about pinning you to the side of the pool and kissing you. Thinking about your legs wrapped 
around my waist and your cock rubbing against mine. Want your arms around my neck. Want to take both our 
dicks in my hand and stroke them." 

"Jesus, Chris. Keep going." 


"What color are your eyes, Taylor?" 


"Uh," Taylor was pretty close to coming and the doctor stopped to ask about his eyes? "They're hazel. Light 
brown, maybe a little green. Why?" 


"Just wondered. I'd be staring into them, watching the way the lights from the pool flickered in them, as | 
stroked us." 


Fuck, this guy was good, Taylor thought as he let a groan slip past his parted lips. "And yours?" 
"Brown. Dark brown. Nothing special.” 

Like Dave's. Fuck Davel 

"Deep, dark brown. Bottomless windows to your warm soul, I'm sure." 

"You're really fucking good at this, Taylor." 

"This ain't nothing, baby. Just wait." 


Chris’ hand was pumping his cock hard and fast now. Just listening to the other man's voice through the phone 
was enough to send him over the edge. He let a long, low moan escape. 


Taylor dissolved into his own grunts also. 
"Fuck, baby. Yes!" Chris sighed, his breath coming in shallow pants. "Soon." 
"Good. Keep going, Chris. Come on Wanna hear you come." 


The doctor hissed and grunted, his hips lifting off the bed as, with a final, squeezing stroke, his orgasm came 


on strong. He cursed as his come splattered against his stomach. 
"Fuck, that was exactly what | needed" He told Taylor and sighed. 


"Good. Now get me there, baby. Give me a blowjob.’ 


"In the pool?" 
"Jesus, yes!" 


With that gentle laugh, Chris described setting Taylor on the top step of the pool and lifting his thighs onto his 


shoulders as he sucked him off. 

Taylor's stroking increased as the man on the other end of the phone was no longer upright about this. In fact, 
he was very, very good at it. He described in amazing detail how he would pinch a nipple while his teeth softly 
nibbled along Taylor's thigh before letting his lips feather kisses down the shaft of his cock. 


It was when the doctor's fingers played with his balls that Taylor lost control. With a howling "Fuck", he came 
into his hand. 


The pair took a few moments to regain their senses and clean up. It as Chris who spoke up first. 
"Taylor, that was amazing. Thank you so much." 

"Are you relaxed now?" 

"God, yes. Are you?" 

"Hmmm. Yeah, sure am." 

"When will you be home again?" 

"Three days. Saturday." 

"Great" 

Flight gets in at five-thirty. | can call you then" 

"That'd be great. You can also call me tomorrow to let me know how it went" 
"| can do that, too." 

Chris started to say something and changed his mind. 

Taylor heard the hesitation and asked, "What?" 


"I just.. nah, it's stupid. Nevermind. Its pretty late over here. Talk to you again tomorrow?" 


"What is it, Chris?" 

‘| like you. And I've never even met you." 

Taylor chuckled. "Pretty fucking scary, isn't it?" 

"Yeah!" 

"I could be really fucking ugly." 

"Well, yeah. | thought it was established by Maura that you are" 
"Oh, so we're funny after we get off. I'll remember that, Broderick" 
"Doctor Broderick." 

"Goodnight, Chris." 

"Goodnight. Good luck tomorrow." 


Chris ended the call and laid back against the pillows, staring at the ceiling. He was definitely falling for this guy. 
And as much as he tried to be worried, all he could do was grin a stupid, silly grin 


wun 


"l'm a fucking surf bum, why the hell do | have to wear this shit?" The blonde complained as he loosened his 


tie. 


He sat in the passenger seat of his lawyer's Land Rover. Timmy Fly sat in the back seat. They had just closed 
the deal on the new property and his lawyer wanted to take them out to dinner to celebrate. 


"Because you're a surf bum who's worth twelve million dollars." 


"Do we have to go out? There's a great restaurant in the hotel. Come on. I'm tired and cranky. Can we please 


just eat at the hotel?" 
"Fine. We'll go back to your hotel. But you are not ducking upstairs to put on shorts and flip flops” 

The blonde sighed as he looked out the window. 

Twenty minutes into cocktails and seltzer waters, Taylor excused himself to use the men's room. As he 


hurried up to a urinal and unzipped his trousers, he caught the reflection of another man in the mirror. Hottie 


from the beach yesterday. His hazel eyes widened and his lips twisted in a grin. 


Hottie smiled and gave him a nod. 
"Hey." 
"Hey." 


Ten minutes later, Timmy and the lawyer, were forgotten about as Taylor shoved Hottie backwards onto his 
bed. Chris was forgotten about as well. 


wvunu 


"Hey Taylor. It's me, Chris. Just wanted to see how it went today. Um, kind of looked forward to hearing your 


voice. Hope all is well. Call me when you can. Bye." 


Four 


"So you talk to the good doctor at all while we been out there?" Tim asked as they boarded the plane back to 
LA. 


"Once. The first night we were out. That's why | ditched you for dinner.” 

"Ah. And how's it going?" 

"Timmy, can we not talk about it, please?" 

"Why, what's going on?" 

"Nothing. | just don't want to talk about him with you, okay?" 

Taylor sat in the window seat and leaned his head against the inside wall of the plane. He closed his eyes and 
thought about Chris. He really fucked things up. He avoided the doctor's calls and texts after hooking up with 


the hot guy, whom he didn't even learn his name. Why? Taylor knew exactly why. Because he liked Chris. A lot. 
And that scared the hell out of him. 


woun 


Two days prior, Chris was on top of the world. He had the best night's sleep ever after he had phone sex with 
Taylor. And then he hadn't heard a word from him. He left a voicemail. He called once more. He sent a text. No 
response. Chris even went so far as checking the local Hawaiian news to make sure there were no surfing 


fatalities or plane wrecks. 

So they phone fuck and Taylor takes off on him? That's a new one. 

And to top off everything, Felix had taken a turn for the worst. The oncologist suggested admitting the boy. 
After spending hours consoling his parents and making sure Felix was situated for the night, Chris wearily 
dragged his tired form into his car and drove home. Checking the time on the radio, he realized Taylor's flight 


got in four hours ago. And no new messages on his phone. 


Chris sat in a chair on his deck with a six pack of beer and his phone. An hour passed, three bottles of beer 
were emptied and he picked up his phone. 


"Don't call him, Chris. Don't do it. You know, by now, you were getting the brush off. Don't fucking humiliate 


yourself" He muttered. 


And he put the phone back down. Instead, he popped the cap on another bottle. 


He opened his practice eight years ago after finishing his residency at Children's Hospital. In eight years, he 
saw his fair share of ear aches, sour throats, broken bones and various small objects lodged in places they 
should not be. But this case. This sweet, little boy stricken with a life-threatening case of leukemia. Felix might 
be the first child that Chris cannot heal. And that scared the hell out of him. 


Because he let his mind drift to thoughts of Felix, because he was on his fourth bottle of beer and because he 


was scared and lonely, he finally dialed Taylor's number. 

Just before it went to voicemail, after the fifth ring, a very groggy, tired-sounding Taylor picked up. 
"Hello." A statement rather than a question 

"Taylor?" 

"Hi, Chris." 

"What happened?" 

"| don't know, man. | just don't think - " 

| need to see you. Tell me to my face that you don't want this." 
"Chris, come on" 

| need to see youl" The doctor raised his voice. 

"You been drinking?" 

"Had a couple." 

"Where are you?" 

"Home" 

"Good. Stay there." 

"Please come and see me." 

"Babe, it's after two in the morning." 


"Don't fucking call me that! How can you blow me off and then call me babe?" 


Taylor sighed. "Chris, go to sleep. We'll get together tomorrow. We'll have dinner, okay?" 

"No! You'll blow me off again. What happened, Taylor?" 

"Nothing happened. | got busy. I'm sorry. | will call you tomorrow afternoon and we'll get diner, | promise." 
Chris yawned when he tried to speak. 

"Babe," Taylor turned on his bedroom voice. "Why don't you get in bed? We'll talk until you fall asleep." 

"Don't use that voice with me." The doctor popped the cap on beer number five as he stood and wobbled a bit. 
With the phone pressed to his ear and the bottle dangling between his fingers, Chris went inside the house and 
slowly made his way to the bedroom. He put the bottle on the bedside table and clumsily shed his clothes. He 
flopped onto the bed with a grunt. 

"Are you in bed?" 

"Yeah." 

"Good. Stop drinking, stop talking and close your eyes." 

"Taylor?" 

"Shh. Do what | asked you to do. Are your eyes closed?" 

"Taylor, | - " 

Chris was silenced by the angelic voice on the other end of the phone. He heard Taylor speaking softly. 


wun 


Taylor saw Chris! name on his phone. He avoided it long enough. He had every intention of breaking things off 
with the doctor. It would be better for both of them to end it before it even really starts. Chris was too good 
to be true. He was smart and funny and sweet. Taylor had nothing to offer him. He wasn't smart, he wasn't 
sweet, he wasn't loyal or loving. What could this guy possibly see in him? 


But he immediately heard the desperation and need in Chris' voice and it broke his heart. He could also hear 


the effect of the beer Chris had been drinking. 
"Tell me what's got you so worried, Chris." 


"You!" 


"No, not me. Tell me, sweetheart. What's going on?" 

"I like you and you stopped returning my messages. And.." He paused. 

"Go on" 

"| admitted Felix this morning. l'm gonna lose him, Taylor. I'm terrified" Chris' voice cracked and he hiccuped. 


Aw, tuck. | cant do this Taylor thought. How do I help him get through this "Aw, man. I'm really sorry to hear 
that, Chris." 


"'ve never lost a patient, | don't know what to do!" 


"Shh. Baby, relax. You're not gonna lose him. You're so smart, you'll think of something. | know you will. Please 


try to relax. You need to get some sleep, okay?" 
"Taylor." 


"Shh. Close your eyes, Chris. Curl up in bed, get comfortable. Stop thinking about the boy. Stop thinking about 


everything and just listen to me, okay?" 


He heard the doctor shifting on his bed and then he heard a soft sigh. Taylor felt a certain warmth flow 
through him and settle in his groin. He, too, settled back into bed and closed his eyes. 


"Chris," He said softly. "Everything will work out just fine. Tomorrow night, we'll sit together and we'll have 
dinner and we'll talk and laugh together. After dinner, we can share dessert and coffee. After that, maybe we 
can take a walk on the beach. Would you like that?" 

"Mmm" The doctor moaned softly. "Yeah, | would like that." 

"Good." 

"Taylor?" 

"Yeah?" 


"Thank you." 


He felt a pinch right in his heart and his throat constricted. He tried to speak and it came out as a crook. 


Taylor cleared his throat and tried again. "You're welcome, babe. Now, think you can fall asleep?" 


"Yeah." 


"Good. | will call you in the afternoon, okay?" 
"Please don't forget!" 
Taylor laughed softly. "I promise." 


After he put his phone down, he rolled onto his back and sighed. Every fiber in his body told him he was 
getting in over his head with this doctor. He cursed himself for letting him get under his skin. 


One dinner. Maybe some sex. But that was it. After that, Taylor was definitely going to break it off. 


woun 


Chris awoke with a mild hangover. The sun outside was already bright and warm when he staggered out to the 
deck. 


He didn't schedule any office appointments in the morning and planned to check on the boy in the afternoon. 


With his schedule cleared for the morning, Chris loaded his bike onto the rack on his car and headed to his 
mountain. He hoped to clear his head. He didn't want to think about Felix or any other patients. He didn't want 
to think about Taylor and whatever might be going on with him. He just wanted to ride and forget about 


everything. Just for a couple hours. Just enough to recharge. 


After he parked the car in the lot and unloaded the bike, the doctor recognized that SUV he saw several 
weeks ago. The straps on the bike rack were open so he assumed whoever owned the truck was biking also. He 
pulled his hair back into a ponytail and put his headphones in his ears. Something fast and heavy, something 
that would motivate him to go fast and hard. Something like Iron Maiden. 


He chose the longest, most difficult trail. Chris put his head down and pushed himself up the trail and around 
hairpin turns. There were some of the usual walkers he would see in the mornings and they all smiled and 
called to him. He pretended not to notice them or hear them and continued on. Sweat droplets now ran down 
his face and drenched the back of his hair. His t-shirt clung to his back and shoulders and his leg muscles 
burned with the strain. But he continued on. Right up to the very top of the trail. 


When he reached the top, he stumbled off the bike and let it fall to the ground. There was another mountain 
bike, sitting nicely on its kickstand. He paid no mind and walked to the cliffs edge and sat down, bottle of water 
in hand. 


"Oh. You." A voice said from behind him. 


Chris turned quickly and saw him. That rude asshole that ran into him before. The doctor gave a quick flick of 
his head in acknowledgment but turned back to look out over the city. 


"I'm sitting down so you don't have to run me over again 

"Glad you're sitting down. Now you won't be in my way." 

Chris huffed and shook his head. "You're lucky | feel like shit today or I'd stand up." 

Taylor grumbled, "Please, fucking Neanderthal.” under his breath and walked back to his bike. 


Something about the blonde haired twerp felt familiar to Chris. More so than just the previous run-in. He 
turned around to watch the man just in time to see him swing his leg over his bike, give Chris one more 


glance, and take off down the trail 


After a few moments of peace and quiet, the doctor's mind began to wander and he knew it was time to get 


riding again to keep those thoughts at bay. 


Chris took a different trail than the little blonde shit and he circled his way down the mountain, using up as 
much time as possible. By the time he reached the parking lot, the SUV was gone. All right, that probably 
belonged to the blondie. 


Chris took his time putting his bike up on the rack and was sitting in the driver's seat of his car, his legs 
hanging out the door. His eyes were on the mountain as he drank down a bottle of water. Thoughts of Taylor 
drifted and swirled around his his head. 


Something happened in Hawaii. Chris could feel it. He had no idea what, though. He felt really good after their 
last call. The phone sex was good, he definitely felt relieved and relaxed afterward. Did Taylor feel weird about 
it? He didn't get the sense that it would be something he'd feel weird about, given it was his suggestion. Chris 
knew he came across as needy and desperate last night. But there was nothing he could do about that now and 


he got Taylor to agree to meet him and have dinner so Chris didn’t regret it. 


At home, he took a long shower, scrubbing himself nice and shiny. He conditioned his hair twice and rinsed it 
out again and again, making sure it was soft and smelled good. He ran his fingers through the wet tendrils as 
he watched himself in the mirror. He was good-looking, he thought. Reasonably good-looking, anyway. He was 
healthy and fit. He was independent and intelligent. He felt like he did a lot to offer someone. So why did he have 


this overwhelming feeling that Taylor just wasn't as interested in him as he was in Taylor. 
Taylor. Who he's never even met. Yet. 


Now that the afternoon had rolled around, he pulled on some clothes and drove down to the hospital. Mr. 
Torres was sitting beside Felix's bed. The boy was awake and had a video game in his hands. 


"Hello, hello!” Chris smiled brightly when he walked in 


"Doctor B" Felix smiled and dropped his game. 

"Hey, kid. How you feeling today?" 

"Good! They gave me chicken soup and jello for lunch!" 
"They did? Was it any good?" 

"The jello was my favorite. The orange!" 

"The orange? Ugh. | hate the orange. | like the green 
"Eww!" Felix wrinkled his nose. "The green is gross!" 


Chris laughed as he picked up the boy's chart. The red cell count was still down. And the fever spiked to 103 


degrees. 

"Doctor B, the other doctor was here an hour ago and order more tests for Felix. You see that in the chart?" 
"| see." 

"This is a good idea, you think?" 


Chris took a moment to read over which tests were ordered. And then said, "Yes, | agree with this. They will 
do them first thing in the morning.” 


"As long as you think it's a good idea" 

A lump formed in the doctor's throat. This family trusted him so much and he felt like he was failing them. A 
large part of him wanted to drop the chart and take off running. But Chris forced himself to pull up a chair 
and sit with Felix and his father for a while. They watched some cartoons on the overhead TV and asked the 
nurse for more jello. If he couldn't fix the boy, at least he could make him happy for a few minutes. 

"Doctor B, do you like The Avengers better than Batman?" 

"Heck, yeah! | love The Avengers. Batman schmatman. | love the big, green dude." 

"The Hulk!" 


"Yeah, that guy. Which one do you like?" 


"Ironman" 


"Of course. Everybody likes Ironman!" The doctor was about to lean back and put his feet up on the end of the 
bed when his phone rang. 


His heart pattered loudly as he looked at it and saw that it was Taylor. 

"Taylor, hang on a sec, please." He turned to Mr. Torres. "I'm sorry, | have to take this. I'll be right back" 
Chris found an empty room at the end of the hall and stepped in, closing the door. 

"Hil I'm so happy to hear from you." 

"Hey. So, dinner. How does seven at Mama Rosa's sound? That's the Italian place down on - " 
"Hollywood. | know it. Sounds perfect" 

‘Meet you there, then" 

"Wait, Taylor. How will | know it's you?" 

"Text me when you get there and I'll meet you at the door." 

“All right." 

"Look for the ugliest motherfucker you can find. That'll be me." 

"God, | really hope not." 

Taylor laughed and said, "See you later." 


wun 


He dressed in olive green cargo pants and a light blue t-shirt under a brown corduroy jacket. He looked like a 


first class prize as he scowled at himself in the mirror. 
"Taylor, you're fucking gay. Where the hell did you lose your sense of style?" He scolded himself. 


At least he was clean and smelled good. Some might find his awkward dressing sort of cute. Let's hope the 


doctor did. 


He sat at the bar, sipping a club soda, at b:45. His eyes scanned the crowd, wondering if any of the eyes that 
he caught looking at him belonged to Chris. It's what he would have done, in fact its what he was trying to do 
now. Arrive early and check the dude out. This way, if he was ugly or something, he could make an excuse and 


duck out. But none of these eyes really screamed pediatrician. 


His phone sat on the bar beside his hand and it vibrated loudly when the text from Chris came in 
I'm here. Come meet me." 

The blonde's heart rate picked up as he texted back, "Coming to the door." 

When he picked up his eyes and saw the man standing in front of him, he almost choked. 

"You?!" 

"Wait..Taylor?" Chris cringed. 


"Fucking Neanderthal!" 


Five 
"What are you doing here? | mean.l'm meeting someone. You're not Taylor..are you?" Chris refused to believe 
that this scrawny asshole was the same kind and sweet, albeit slightly evasive, man he'd been connecting with 


on the phone. 


"Wow, and you're a doctor, huh? Thought you had to be somewhat smart to get into med school. Guess they 
really will let in anybody.” 


"What are you talking about, smart? You didn't figure out it was me, either." 


‘lm a fucking ex-junkie surf bum, | don't need to be smart!" Taylor blurted out and then, with his mouth still 


hanging open, he leaned back, only then realizing he had been leaning into Chris, screaming at him. 
Chris gasped at Taylor's admission and looked at him, his brows knitting together. 


"Aw, fuck this, man I'm outta here. Do me a favor and lose my number." Taylor's shoulders hunched inward 


and he slowly turned away from Chris. 


The larger man was frozen. He couldn't move, couldn't speak. He wanted the Taylor he'd gotten to know over 


the phone, not the obnoxious creep from the mountain. But they were the same person. 

Taylor had pushed through the crowd of people and was grumbling to himself as he fished his keys out of his 
pocket. His truck was down the block and he felt as if he should be running toward it. And away from that jerk 
back there. And his gait slowed instead of picked up as he thought about that jerk. That sweet, sensitive, kind 
and funny.Neanderthal. The blonde came to a halt about ten steps from his truck. 


Taylor laughed once and shook his head. Motherfucker! He turned and inhaled, about to call out Chris’ name. 
Only he was standing on the sidewalk right behind him. 


"Im sorry" Chris began 

"Look, | didnt" Taylor began 

They laughed nervously, both looking down at the same crack in the sidewalk 

"You want to get a beer?" Chris asked, hitching a thumb back toward the restaurant: 


"Tell you what. You have the beer. I'll have a Diet Coke and then we'll pretend we're both not a couple of 


assholes." 


When Taylor slid into step alongside Chris, the larger man threw an arm around his shoulders. "If memory 


serves, you're the only asshole here." 

"You were in the middle of the traill" 

Chris smiled at Taylor, who looked up at him and finally broke into a small laugh. 

They had to stand by the bar to wait for a table. Chris ordered himself a beer and a soda for Taylor. Initially 
they both sipped their drinks and uncomfortably looked around. Chris racked his brain, trying to think of 
something, anything, to say. 

"How was Hawaii? Did you get it up?" 

"What?!" Taylor's eyes grew wide and he panicked. 


"The store. You were opening a new store over there, right? Did you get it up and running?" 


"Oh! Oh, yeah. No. We just finalized the purchase of the property. The next phase is putting it out to 


contractors for bids." 

Chris nodded. And then they both fell silent. This wasn't working, Taylor thought. It was strange that they had 
this amazing connection on the phone, until Taylor fucked that up. And even when they were flinging insults at 
each other on the trail, it seemed to come so easily. But now? It was dreadful. 

"So how is the -" Taylor began. 

At the same moment, Chris asked, "When do you think you'll go -" 

They both laughed softly. 

"Go ahead." Chris offered, extending his hand. 


"| was just going to ask about the kid" 


"Oh! He's um, he's stable today." Chris’ face fell and his voice dropped slightly. He turned away and took a long 


swallow of his beer. 

"Sorry" Taylor mumbled. "Don't have to talk about it if you don't want to." 

Chris turned back, grateful to be let off the hook but embarrassed that he appeared to have made Taylor 
uncomfortable. He opened his mouth to apologize himself when the hostess of the place, appeared between 


them and told Taylor their table was ready. 


She led them to a small, round table near the window, away from most of the other tables and patrons. There 


was a burgundy cloth drapping the table and a small, flickering tealight candle in the middle of it. Romantic. 
Uncomfortably romantic. The thought that Chris would be more comfortable arguing with Taylor on the trail 
crept into his head and it made him smirk. He sat down and took the menu that the hostess handed him. 
"Thanks." Still with the tiny smirk playing on his lips. 

"What?" Taylor asked him as he sat down as well. 

Chris was silent until the hostess walked away. 

"Just thinking that its pretty fucking stupid that, all this time, it was you." 


"Hey, like | said before; you're the doctor. Should have been smarter than that." 


Chris cocked his head to one side and studied Taylor's face. The way the candlelight flickered in his eyes made 
Chris! stomach knot. 


"You said before that you - " 
Taylor cringed and held up a hand. "Can we maybe cover that at a later date?" 
The doctor immediately lowered his gaze and mumbled, "Sorry." 


"IFs all right. It's not exactly that | want to hide it from you. It's just a really, really dark part of my life that 
should be saved for when | know you a lot better. Is that fair?" 


Chris picked his head up and smiled. "So then you're saying you want to know me a lot better?" 


Taylor's mouth threatened to smile. He turned to look out the window. "Probably better to be riding with you 


on the trail then risk you taking me out again." 
Chris softly laughed. "Asshole." 


He ordered one more beer with dinner and then cut himself off. He realized that Taylor would watch his hand 


every time he picked up the bottle. 
"Does it make you uncomfortable?" 


"Nah, not really. | just don't want you to get fall down drunk because there's no way in hell I'm gonna carry 


your ass." 


After making it through dinner, Chris picked up the tab and they slowly walked out of the restaurant. Chris’ 
fingers itched to touch Taylor. Just touch his arm or shoulder or something, in an act of friendship. They 


stood on the sidewalk, each one fidgety and nervous. 
"Um, | had a good time. Thank you." Taylor started. 


"Yeah! No! Thank you." Chris got that touch in. He clasped his large hand around the blonde's shoulder. "For 
what its worth, you're not quite as big an asshole as | originally thought.” 


Taylor smiled but shrugged out of Chris’ hold. "Yeah, you too" 

The doctor dropped his hand and frowned. "So, um, see you on the trail maybe?" 

"Uh, yeah. Yeah, thatd be cool. Just get the fuck outta the way this time." 

Chris stood and silently watched Taylor turn and walk away, toward his truck 

"Hey, Taylor?" 

"Yeah?" The blonde stopped short and whipped around, unable to hide the eager expression on his face. 


Chris smiled and quickly closed the gap between them. He didn't care if the blonde tried to shrug him off again 


He took Taylor in his arms and planted a long kiss on his lips. 


He melted. Between the doctor's strong arms circling him and holding him close and his warm lips that tasted 
of beer, Taylor swooned, his knees buckled and he choked out a squeak of surprise. 


When he released Taylor, Chris asked in a low voice, "Can | call you again sometime?" 
"Mm, yeah. Yeah! Yes." Taylor babbled, feeling the heat rise in his cheeks. 


Chris smiled and gave the blonde one more peck on the cheek before he walked away. 


wun 


He laid in bed, one arm tucked under his head, the other resting against his bare stomach. He liked Taylor. Once 
the initial shock wore off, the date had been slightly uncomfortable but not altogether terrible. And there was 
something liberating about taking the blonde in his arms and kissing him, not worrying about the consequences. 
He had a feeling that Taylor was into him but was fighting it for some reason so Chris went for it. And the 
kiss was nice. It was just prickling with heat, just enough to catch both their attention. He smiled as he thought 
about that night on the phone when they talked dirty to each other. And the doctor's legs spread a little wider 
as his hand slipped quietly down his stomach. 


wun 


There was no way in hell Taylor was getting any sleep that night. He was torn in two. Chris was pretty great. 
But he was dangerous to Taylor and everything Taylor had come to know about himself. Taylor laid awake, 
staring at the ceiling. Bo laid at his side, snoring loudly. He thought about the first few phone conversations 
they had and how they had clicked He thought about that one particular conversation, which, though it was 
over the phone, it was still really hot and it was then that Taylor fully believed that Chris was not the typical 
nerdy, stuffy doctor. 


And then his thoughts settled on the drunken phone call Chris made to him in the middle of the night. How 
distraught the doctor sounded. Against his better judgment, Taylor gave in to the little, optimistic voice in his 
heart that told him it would be different this time. Though, in his head, he knew that was a lie. 


Around 5:30, after tossing and turning all night, he gave up sleep. Armed with a Redbull and his surfboard, 
Taylor drove himself and Bo down to the beach. Bo loved roaming around the beach and greeting all the early 
risers. He also loved stealing their breakfast. Taylor loved getting lost in the surf. Getting out of his head for 
just a little while. 


But on this morning, that wasn't working. He paddled out, he waited for the right wave. But all the right waves 
passed by and he was still there, sitting on his board, remembering Chris and different things he told Taylor, 
different little expressions he would make when they spoke, different ways the candlelight flickered through his 


eyes and made his skin glow. 


With a shake of his head, the blonde banished all thoughts of Chris. He was determined to get him off his 
mind, even for just a couple hours. He turned and scanned the ocean behind him, spotting the perfect wave. It 
came on swiftly and Taylor hoisted himself up, onto his knees, he started to paddle forward and felt the wave 
pick him up at just the right time. A second later, he was up on his feet. 


Unfortunately, Taylor never noticed how far he'd drifted while he sat there, thinking about the doctor. He was 


dangerously close to the fishing pier. Too close. The next thing he knew, there was a pylon hurdling toward him. 


Six 


A little after seven, Chris parked in the hospital's staff lot and slowly made his way into the building, carrying 
a large cup of coffee. There was a spring in his step and a whistle on his lips. He entered through the 
emergency room entrance as it was closest to the lot and hurried through the waiting room, on his way to 
the lobby and bank of elevators. He took a quick glance at the board and noticed a familiar name. Room 2: 
Hawkins. 


"No," he told himself. "Different Hawkins. Has to be." 


Just to be sure, he quickly checked exam room two and found Taylor laid out on the bed, wearing only the 


paper gown, one eye swollen shut, clutching his left arm against his chest. 

"Taylor?" Chris whispered, lightly laying his fingers against the blonde's bare calf. 

He received a grunt in response. 

"What happened?" 

"Surfing." 

"Oh. Oh, man" Chris let his eyes travel up the blonde's leg to discover a small pool of blood near his thigh. 
"Taylor, honey, you're bleeding. Let me take care of this. Did they take x-rays yet? What's going on with your 
arm?" 

"No x-rays." 

Chris found Taylor's chart and read through it briefly. So far, Taylor had only received an initial triage exam. 
So Chris went to work. He carefully helped Taylor lean to his left side so that Chris could find the source of 


the blood. 


"Taylor, there's a large chunk of wood embedded in your thigh. I'm going to pull it out but it's gonna hurt, okay. 


Take care of that arm for me." 


First, Chris cleaned the wound and then went to work removing the wood with a large pair of forceps. He could 


hear Taylor hissing and felt his body tensing. 
"Almost done. How you doing up there?" 
‘Okay. Hurry up, please." 


"Working on it" 


Chris washed the wound out and as he did so, his eyes drifted up the flimsy gown to find Taylor's bare ass. He 
bit his lip and forced his attention back to what he was doing. 


"Gonna need to stitch this up, sweetheart. I'll do it as quickly as | can" 
The blonde groaned. 


"l'm sorry. Hang in there just a couple more minutes and then we'll take care of that arm, okay? So was there 


a tree out there in the middle of the ocean this morning or what?" 

"Pylon." 

"What were you doing so close to a pier?" 

"Surfing." 

Chris smiled and made no reply. He carefully stitched up Taylor's gash and then moved around to the arm. 
Again, he assisted Taylor in leaning back again. In slow, gentle hands, he took the blonde's forearm and ran 
those hands up and down, trying to feel for a broken bone. He moved up Taylor's upper arm. 

"| don't feel anything. Let me order an x-ray, okay? How's that eye? Broken socket or cheekbone maybe?" 


"No idea. Why don't we x-ray that while we're at it?" 


"Damn right, we will" Chris muttered as he filled out the chart, requesting an x-ray of the arm and a CT scan 
of Taylor's head. "Now, can | get you anything? Painkillers or a bottle of water or something?" 


"No painkillers. Don't take anything.’ 

"Wait, what? Nothing?" 

"Nope. You guys don't have nothing strong enough that isn't habit forming." 

"Ah, okay. Gotcha. But we do. If | promise you its non-habit forming, will you promise to take it?" 
Taylor opened his good eye and gave Chris a level stare. "Promise." 


"Good. Wait right here." Chris turned to the door. "Hey, on the bright side, the trail will be clear for a few 
days." 


"Ha ha, asshole" 


Chris returned from the pharmacy and gave Taylor the pain meds and a bottle of water. 


"| gotta run upstairs and see Felix, okay? I'll come back to check on you in a little bit. If you need anything, tell 


the nurse to page me." 

"Thanks." 

"No problem." 

The patient upstairs was not doing quite as well as the one downstairs. Felix's fever had risen and it appeared 
that he had come down with pneumonia. Chris knew that this could prove deadly if the boy was not strong 
enough to fight off the infection The oncologist has ordered a round of intravenous antibiotics. Chris read 
through the chart, hoping to find some way to help the boy as well. The other doctor seemed to have covered 
everything but yet, nothing was working. He moved to the chair beside the bed and sat down. The boy was 
fading and Chris felt so helpless. He should have caught it sooner. He should have seen the symptoms. He 
should have sent Felix for more aggressive treatment in the very beginning. The kid was going to die and it was 
all Chris's fault. With clasped hands, fingers entwined, the doctor hung his head. 

"Hey." 

Chris gasped and straightened. Aunt Bet stood in the doorway. 

"Thought I'd find you here. First appointment is in an hour. Come on" 

"Good morning to you, too, Aunt Bet. | got one more patient to check on and I'll be right behind you." 

"Uh huh." 

Chris stood and gave the sleeping boy a final glance. "Why'd you come here anyway?" 

"Where's your phone?" 

"Oh, l." Chris patted all his pockets. 


"Uh huh." 


The bed, and its occupant, was missing from room two. They must have fetched Taylor for his x-rays. Chris 


scribbled a note asking Taylor to call him and then reluctantly left to officially start his day. 


Laura Dietz brought in her six month old, Daniella, for her shots. Aimee Carruthers brought in five year old 
Ben for his annual exam. Tammy Hodgekiss brought four year old Kailee in because she had a gummie bear 


stuck in her nose. 


"Wow, that's really up there." Chris said as he tilted the little girl's head back and used his penlight to see. "Is 
that an orange one? Kailee," He scolded. "The orange ones are the best! You don't waste those!" He smiled and 
winked. 

"| like the red ones.” She replied. 

"The red ones? They're okay. The clear ones are gross. What flavor are those supposed to be?" 

"Coconut" 

"Coconut? They don't taste like coconut. They taste like gross." He turned and pulled a pair of tweezers from a 
drawer. "Okay, kid, | need you to go like this. Can you do this?" And he tilted his head back to show the little 
girl his nose and then flared his nostrils, opening his mouth slightly. 

She did her best to imitate him but when he brought the tweezers toward her, Kailee backed away. 

"These? They're special gummie bear grabbers. I'm just gonna get in there and pull it out" He gently touched 
the little girl's arm with the tips of the instrument. "See? They don't work on anything else. Just gummie 
bears. It won't hurt a bit" 

"Promise?" 

"Promise! And after | pull it out, you can eat it" 

"Doctor B!" 

He laughed softly as he slowly slid his large hand behind the little girl's head. But she pulled away again. 

"You eat it." 

"What?" 

"You said orange ones are the best so you gotta eat it" 

"| gotta eat it if | pull it out?" He wanted to clarify. 


"Yep." 


Well, he'd had worse in his mouth. His large, round, brown eyes met the girl's green eyes. "Okay, good. | do love 


the orange ones. | can think of much easier ways for you to bring me gummie bears, Kailee. Just saying.’ 


She giggled but tilted her head back into his palm and let him introduce the tweezers. As soon as he pulled the 
candy out, he held it up for her to see and then promptly popped it into his mouth. She laughed and pulled her 


little hands in front of her mouth. 

"Gross! Doctor Bl" 

At the end of the day, he stood at the counter and stared at his aunt. 
"| ate a gummie bear that was inside a little girl's nose." 

"That's sick, Chris." 


"| know. | think | need to go wash it down with some alcohol. Lots of it" 


His phone was where he left it; still plugged into its charger on his kitchen counter. And on it, a voice message 


and a text from Taylor. 
The text: "Couldn't reach you. Friend came and picked me up. Thx." 


The voice message receive prior to the text: "Chris, they're discharging me. Broken arm and broken face. Can 


you give me a lift home?" 


After a shower and a very long, very thorough brushing of his teeth, Chris opened a beer and picked up his 
phone. He wandered out to his balcony and dialed Taylor. 


"Hello." 

"Hi. im an idiot. | left my phone at home today, of all days. I'm glad you got home okay. How do you feel?" 
"Like crap." 

TE 


"Not your fault” 


It WAS actually Chris's fault. He'd managed to infiltrate Taylor's defense systems and rendered the blonde 
distracted. He lay in his bed, left arm in a cast, face bandaged up, stitches in his ass. Well, close enough to his 
ass, anyway. All because of a hot doctor. Who was still talking. 


" broken face. Which bones are broken?" 


"Uh, | forget. They gave me more of that oxy..oxy..stuff 

Oxecta" 

"Yeah. It's good stuff" 

‘I'm glad its working for you." The doctor softly said, happy to hear that Taylor wasn't in too much pain 
"Don't use that voice with me." 

"What voice." 

"That stupidly fucking sexy voice. | can't hear that right now." 

Chris laughed. "Sorry." 

Taylor sighed and tried to shift himself on the bed. 

"Listen, you have someone that can come and help you out a little?" 

"No, I'm fine." 

"I can come by and maybe bring you dinner or something. Make sure you're managing." 


‘lm managing. Just." He cursed under his breath. "Chris, | really appreciate dinner and the way you took care 


of me today and everything, but |, um, | don't think.” 


"Okay, all right!" Chris said quickly. He didn't want to hear Taylor finish. "Listen, you take a couple days and feel 


better. l'm just a phone call away if you need me." 
"Got it. Thanks." 


Taylor sighed as he ended the call. "FUCK!" He yelled and slammed the phone against the mattress alongside of 
himself. Bo whined and jumped down off the bed. He hated hearing the pain and disappointment in Chris's voice 
but he couldn't keep putting himself through this. No. Chris was too good for him and the doctor would 
eventually realize that and leave. Better to end it before it really begins, right? At least, thats what the 
blonde kept trying to convince himself. 


Several weeks and zero phone calls from Taylor later, Chris entered the hospital to see Felix. He slowly made 
his way through the ER, purposely avoiding the board this time. Into the elevator and up to pediatrics, he 
went. Each step down the hall toward the boy's room echoed loudly in his ears. His heart filled with dread and 


his palms were clammy. 
His parents stood beside the bed. The oncologist and the nursing staff stood on the other side of the bed. 
"Hello." Chris murmured. 


Felix developed renal and liver failure as a complication to the leukemia. His body was shutting down. He had not 
responded to radiation treatment or dialysis and had slipped into a coma. After extensive research and 
conferencing with oncologists around the country, it was determined that the boy would not recover. Chris sat 
between Felix's parents as the oncologist explained all of this and he broke down and sobbed in their arms as 


they wailed and screamed their grief as well. 
They had all gathered to bid Felix goodbye and send the child to Heaven 


He was numb. He felt nothing. He heard nothing. He said nothing. After it was finally over, Chris staggered out 
of the room and down the hall. Nurses called to him, Aunt Bet called him, even Mrs. Torres, grieving though 

she was, called Chris's name. But he fought back tears as he ran away. He sat in his car for ages, struggling 
to vanquish the image of the child's last breaths from his mind. He screamed, he cried, he grabbed the 


steering wheel of the car and squeezed it until his knuckles ached. 


Abruptly, he straightened and wiped at his eyes. Chris turned the key and started the engine. Didn't know 
where he was going, he just drove on auto-pilot. As the sign for a liquor store caught his eye, he swerved 
across two lanes of traffic and barreled into the lot, screeching to halt. Inside the store, the clerk stared at 


him as he slammed down two bottles of Grey Goose. 

"You okay, sir?" She asked as she gave Chris back his credit card. 

Chris cleared his throat as he hurriedly wiped at his eyes. "Just fine, thanks." 

He intended on going back home and drinking himself stupid in safety and security of home but he uncapped 
one of the bottles in the car. The next thing that caught the doctor's eye was The Garage. The car stopped 
and Chris stared at the store, taking long gulps from the bottle. Fucking Taylor. Fuck Taylor! „fuck Taylor? 
Taylor! It made sense in his foggy mind. The doctor threw the car into drive. 

As dusk fell, Chris managed to pull his car into Taylor's driveway, only clipping one of the trash cans. He 


stumbled up to the front door and rang the bell. Then knocked. Then rang the bell again. Then yelled Taylor's 


name. 


He heard a car crash into his driveway and rushed to the window. Chris? What the fuck was he doing at 
Taylor's house? The blonde watched the tall brunette stagger out of the car and up the walk. Was he wasted? 


The doctor rang the bell, knocked loudly and yelled his name. Yeah, he was wasted all right. 
Taylor yanked the door open. "What the hell are you doing here?" 


"Fuck youl" 


Seven 


Chris took a step to enter Taylor's house when the blonde raised a hand to his chest. 


"Hold up. You come to my house drunk off your ass, insult me, and think you're being asking inside? Go home, 


Chris." 


The doctor growled and roughly pushed Taylor against his door. He took the blonde's face in his hands and 
stared into his eyes. Taylor's hands wrapped around the taller man's wrists and tried to pull them away. 


"No." Chris mumbled. "Need." He seized Taylor's mouth with his own, kissing him deeply. 


Taylor struggled, tried to move away, but Chris was bigger, stronger, not to mention sucking his face off. The 
doctor tasted of alcohol and desperation. He felt like a brick wall crushing Taylor. Finally, the blonde's hands 
reached Chris's long, dark hair and yanked on it. Two fists clutched the soft, wavy locks and pulled it back, 
forcing the doctor to break the kiss. 


"What the fuck are you doing?” Taylor shouted as he panted, forcing air back into his lungs. 


Chris's big, brown eyes darted wildly back and forth, searching Taylor's angry caramel gems. He moved in for 
another kiss, this time his hands were softer as he slid down the other's chest, over his stomach, and to the 
hem of his t-shirt. This time, his lips were softer against Taylor's, less forceful, more needy. 


They parted for a moment while Taylor allowed the shirt to be lifted from his body. Now, he pushed Chris into 
the house and slammed the door behind him. Chris began to speak but Taylor shut him up by flinging himself 
against the taller man's chest and covering his mouth with Taylor's own desperate kiss. Yeah, the good doctor 
was wasted. No, Taylor didn't know why. And no, Taylor didn't care why. The big Neanderthal wanted to get 
down and dirty. Who was Taylor to stop him? 


They left a path of destruction back to Taylor's bedroom. The kisses were frenzied, tongues twisted around 
each other, teeth gnashed against lips, biting and tearing. Taylor's fingers clumsily tried unbuttoning the 
doctor's shirt while the doctor's hands found the waistband of Taylor's shorts. They knocked into the wall, 
sending a photo of Taylor and Timmy crashing to the floor. An arm, not sure whose, flailed against a lamp, also 
sending it to the floor. Just outside the bedroom, between the bedroom door and guest bathroom door, Taylor 
found his strength and shoved Chris against the wall. Having become frustrated with the buttons, the shorter 
man took two handfuls of shirt and just ripped. With a growl, he found Chris's chest with his mouth. Taylor 
sucked a patch of skin into his mouth and bit into it, sucking on it and lapping at it with his tongue. 


"Fuck!" Chris howled as he grabbed onto the long, cornsilk blonde hair. 


Taylor moved his mouth to the other side of Chris's chest and did the same while he unbuttoned the doctor's 
pants, immediately shoving a hand inside. Above him, Chris sucked in air through his gritted teeth. What Taylor 


found inside the larger man's pants made him gasp. The doctor had a thick cock that felt heavy in the blonde's 
hand. He smirked as Chris let his head fall back against the wall. 


"That feels like a nice, big dick" 


"Why don't you get down there and examine it closely?" Chris grunted, using a hand on top of Taylor's head to 
try to push him down 


Taylor resisted, instead rising up to press his body against Chris and feed him another deep kiss. The taller 
man's hands gripped Taylor's ass tightly, making him grunt into the kiss. The blonde wrapped an arm around 
Chris's neck and pulled him away from the wall. Together, they stumbled into the bedroom, feet becoming 
tangled. They crossed the room in a clumsy mess. Bo whimpered in protest when he was forced from the bed 
by Taylor tumbling onto it. The dog regarded Chris with disdain before he scampered into the corner and 
flopped down onto the carpet. 


“Cute dog." 
"I said the same about you." Taylor replied with a smirk. 


He turned onto his hands and knees and attempted to crawl to the head of the bed. A large hand wrapped 
around his bare ankle and yanked it. The little blonde collapsed onto his stomach and Chris was immediately on 
top of him. He straddled Taylor's legs and leaned over his back. The doctor's hot, wet mouth traveled up 


Taylor's jaw and found his ear. 
"Wanna get you naked." He purred. 


Chris swept the blonde's hair from his neck and dotted kisses along the exposed skin, moving down between 
Taylor's wings and along his spine until he reached the dip of this lower back. Scooting himself down the bed, he 
grabbed two handfuls of Taylor's shorts and pulled them down. The other man raised his hips from the bed 
and allowed the rest of his clothing to be pulled away from his body. When he felt Chris get off the bed, 
Taylor turned and watched as the doctor shed the rest of his own clothing, revealing a gorgeous rock of a 
body. From his shoulders, to his pectorals, to his six pack abs, to his monster cock, to his thick, solid thighs, 


Taylor knew he was going to have a lot of fun conquering this mountain 


The blonde rolled onto his back and let his legs fall open, giving Chris a ‘come here’ curl of his finger. The 
other grinned as he crawled onto the bed, between Taylor's legs. He lowered his head and gave the blonde a 
hard nip on his inner thigh, making Taylor screech. Chris loved the sparse patch of darker hair around Taylor's 
groin, he immediately buried his nose in it, pressing greedy little kisses along the blonde's abdomen. He lifted his 
head as a hand took Taylor's balls in gave them a good squeeze. Again, he screeched and bucked. 


"What the fuck?! Are you giving me a fucking physical or something? Want me to turn my head and cough? 
Just fucking suck it, Doctor!" 


Chris grinned before running his tongue along the underside of Taylor's cock. He licked his lips and then took 
the head into his mouth. His long, dark brown hair fell in waves over the blonde's lap while he used his tongue 
to swirl around the smooth, soft skin of Taylor's member. Slowly, opening his jaw, the doctor took more. His 
head fell lower as he took Taylor deeper into his throat. Two hands found his head and clutched fistfuls of 
hair. Above him, Taylor grunted and hissed. Chris let his lips and tongue work up an down Taylor's shaft, 
tasting him. Through the hazy fog that the vodka created in his mind, flashes of the day's events came back 
to him. Chris pushed them away, far back, into the haze. He softly growled and attacked Taylor again, sucking 
harder and deeper. He held Taylor's hips down with his large hands and faster, he sucked the blonde's cock. The 
sounds coming from above him turned the doctor on Every time Taylor's cock plunged down Chris's throat, 
the blonde hissed and grunted. When Chris wrapped one hand around Taylor's balls and squeezed, the blonde 


cried out. 
"Fuck me, Chris! Yes!" 


Chris pushed Taylor's legs farther apart and raised his knees toward his chest. He teasingly lapped at a ball 
with his tongue, making the blonde groan. Chris noted that one of Taylor's hands was now balled up in the 
sheets and his eyes were screwed shut. Lower, the doctor moved his mouth until he found the other's tightly 
puckered hole. He placed two hands on Taylor's ass and pushed it up until his knees were at his shoulders and 
he was crunched up into a tight ball. His ass was high in the air and the doctor slid up onto his own knees so 
that he was bent over Taylor. Keeping both hands on the blonde's ass, he lowered his mouth and began licking 
and sucking. He lapped at the soft, sensitive skin around the opening, teased it with the point of his tongue. 
Chris used his warm, wet lips to kiss and suck. Taylor watched the pre-come dribble out of his own cock, 
trailing down his stomach toward his chest. Never before had someone handled him so roughly, so 
determinedly. Never before had someone tied him up like a pretzel and made a feast out of his ass. He reached 


for his dick and stroked it slowly, hooking the other arm around his own knees and pulling them back toward 
his head. 

Chris had to pause and watch Taylor for a moment, marveling at how flexible he was. 

"Having fun?" Taylor asked with an arched eyebrow. 

"Oh, yeah. Having a fucking blast" Chris replied before he took Taylor and flipped him onto his stomach. 
Fingers dug into his hips as he was arranged on all fours. And then a wet finger was slipped inside of him, 
making Taylor buck and howl. It went in deep and found Taylor's sweet spot. Instead of stroking against it, the 
tip of Chris's middle finger pounded against it, thrusting back and forth. Taylor's mouth hung open and grunts 
and gasps freely tumbled from it. 


"Lube." Chris demanded. 


"Over..over..oh, fuck.over there." Taylor flicked a hand in the general direction of his high dresser before 


grounding his forehead into the pillows. 


He took a moment to try and collect himself and watched Chris stand up and walk across the room. Taylor 
eye-fucked the tall, lean man with his cascading chocolate hair that swept across his muscular back. In a 
moment, that gorgeous creature would be inside of him. Chris pulled open the top drawer and pushed aside a 


few pairs of boxer shorts. 
"Where?!" He demanded in a huff. 
"Other corner." 


Chris hastily pushed around more clothing until he found a small bottle of WET. He returned to the foot of the 
bed and picked up his pants, pulling out his wallet. Inside, was a condom. One he put there just after the phone 
sex he and Taylor had weeks ago. Just in case. Taylor turned around and crawled to the foot of the bed. He 
rose up on his heels and took the condom from Chris's shaking hands. Looking up at those deep brown eyes, 
the blonde rolled the condom onto Chris's cock. Once it was all the way down to the base, he took the 
brunette's hips in both hands and lavished the six pack abs with wet, open mouthed kisses. Chris buried his 
hands in the sun-kissed, golden hair and tilted the man's face up. He leaned over Taylor and kissed him deeply. 
The blonde's arms circled Chris's neck and pulled him down. Taylor leaned back, shuffling his legs out from 
underneath himself, he pulled Chris on top of him. For a moment, they lay, stretched out on the bed, making 
out. Chris's hips rocked, pushing his erection against Taylor's thigh. Hands traveled over warm, damp skin, 
eliciting shivers and groans. Their mouths were melded together, their tongues getting reacquainted with each 
other. Taylor flicked his back and forth against Chris's while their lips had pulled back some. Chris's hand found 
the other's dick and jerked it in short, quick strokes. 


Finally, panting slightly, the blonde broke away, one hand blindly searching for the bottle of lube. Once he found 
it, he used the other hand to push Chris off of him. Once the doctor was on his back, Taylor squirted a good 
amount of lube into his palm and rubbed it all over Chris's sheathed cock. He straddled the other, feet planted 
on the bed, legs bent at the knees, lowering himself slowly. Taylor felt the head against his entrance and 
continued to lower himself, letting Chris's cock penetrate him. Chris was big and it had been a long time since 


Taylor had been with someone. He cringed as he was painfully stretched. 
"Okay?" The doctor asked as his large hands gently circled Taylor's hips. 
"Yeah. You're just fucking big." 

"| get that sometimes." Chris said with a smirk. 


"| bet" 


Taylor wrapped a hand around Chris's forearm and then reached back with the other to find the brunette's 
bent knee. Using them for leverage, he began to raise himself up and slowly back down, creating a good, slow 
rhythm. The doctor felt good inside of him, filling him, as the initial pain dissipated into a spine-tingling heat. 
Taylor gasped and grunted as Chris rocked beneath him. The hands on his hips traveled higher, finding Taylor's 
shoulders and pulling them down. He slid his feet back and placed his knees on the bed on either side of Chris 


as he bent over him. Long, strong arms circled his back and the large hands were flattened against his spine. 
They met in another searing kiss. Chris's arms tightened and pinned Taylor against his chest as the doctor 
picked up his pace, really driving into the blonde now. Taylor planted a hand against the pillows next to Chris's 
head while the other snaked under the doctor's neck He held on tightly, gasping into Chris's mouth with every 
deep thrust. 


Chris changed positions again and as he did so, he noticed the clock on the stand beside Taylor's bed. It had 
been eight hours since Felix passed away. Biting back any and all thought about the day's events, he arranged 
Taylor on his side, raising one leg up to rest the ankle on Chris's shoulder. He straddled Taylor's other leg that 
rested on the bed. Applying another liberal dose of lube, Chris used one hand to guide himself back into the 
blonde. 


Taylor was getting sore, he had stroked himself to orgasm three positions ago. The good doctor kept on. Now, 
Taylor found himself on his stomach, legs together, Chris straddling his thighs while he plowed into Taylor's 
ass. Chris held Taylor down using one hand against his shoulder, the other arm wrapped underneath Taylor's 
neck. He grunted and groaned into the blonde's ear as he just continued to rut into him. When he could take it 


no longer, Taylor clamped a hand over Chris's forearm and screamed. 
"Stop! Stop already! Get off of me! Fucking come!" 


Chris heaved one last heavy sigh and rolled off of Taylor. The blonde was ready to volley a stream of curses 
at him but something about Chris's sudden vulnerability pulled at Taylor. He crawled over to him, pulled the 
condom off and gently lowered his mouth. He sucked Chris off, alternating between long strokes, from the base 
of his cock to the head, and just suckling the head while he stroked with his hand. Chris whined and squirmed 
on the bed until Taylor felt the doctor's body tense. With one long wail, Chris finally erupted. His orgasm was 
violent, come spurting wildly down Taylor's throat. Chris howled and his body bucked as wave after wave of 
pleasure rocked the doctor. His wailing dissolved into shuddering gasps. His body was covered in a thick film of 
sweat. The gasps turned into silent, bone-rattling sobs. 


Taylor sat up and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. 


"Hey! Hey, what the hell is wrong with you?" He gave Chris's body a nudge. So this fucking guy goes all damn 
night and when he finally shoots his load, he breaks down in tears? What the hell did Taylor get himself into? 


"Died He died" The doctor mumbled. 


Taylor was standing now, collecting the doctor's clothing. He had hoped to get him dressed and get him the hell 
out of his house. "What are you mumbling about?" 


But the brunette just continued to cry as he curled himself into a ball. Taylor sighed and let his head fall back 
to stare at the ceiling. This is the last thing he needed. He was boarding a flight back to Hawaii in a few hours 


to work on the new store. He did not need a grown ass man crying in his bed. 


"Chris, | need you to talk to me. | can't help you if | don't know what the problem is." 
"Can't help. We pulled the plug today." 

"What plug?" 

"Felix. Killed Felix." 


Taylor scowled. He knew that name. Chris had mentioned that name a few weeks ago. Felix.. "Oh! The kid with 


leukemia??" 


And then it all came together. The kid wasn't making progress, Chris said. He must have taken a turn for the 
worst and they took him off life support today. Which was why Chris appeared at his door drunk Which was 
why Chris was desperately trying to fuck his way into forgetfulness. Which was why Chris was sobbing in his 
bed. Fucking shit, Taylor thought with another sigh. He was no good at this kind of thing. But he found himself 
climbing back into bed and pulling the sheets up around them both as he wrapped his arms around the doctor. 


"Shh. l'm sorry, baby. Its gonna be okay. He'll feel better now. No more pain" Taylor cooed softly in the other's 


ear, even using a hand to stroke Chris's ear. 


Chris clung to him and eventually, the soft whimpers and sobs turning into deep, even breathing. The doctor 


had fallen asleep in what he felt was a safe place; Taylor's embrace. 


"What the fuck do | do now?" The blonde muttered to himself. 


Eight 


The blonde haired man stood at his kitchen counter, Redbull in hand. He watched the machine he rarely used 
brew a half pot of fresh coffee. He assumed the doctor drank it. Or at least would welcome it this morning, 
given his raging drunkenness last night. When he slithered out of bed, he glanced over his shoulder to see the 
brunette curl up around the pillow that Taylor was using. Taylor's heart was lodged in his throat. He felt awful 
for the doctor. But he was also angry with Chris. Angry at him for making him feel something. And he had a 


plane to catch in four hours. He didn't need this mess on his hands. 

Taylor poured a mug of black coffee and wandered back into the bedroom. Now he found Chris sprawled out on 
his stomach, one arm tucked under his head, legs spread wide. Damn, he was a gorgeous man. Sharp hazel eyes 
traveled along the doctor's body, from his ankle to the thick waves of chestnut hair that fanned out against 
the crisp white sheets. The blonde set the mug down on the bedside table and perched himself on the edge of 
the bed. He roughly shook Chris's shoulder. 

"Hey, wake up. Chris, wake up." 


The doctor grunted and immediately curled up again. And Taylor cursed again as he felt that sharp pain in his 
heart. The hand on Chris's shoulder softened and rubbed gentle circles along the doctor's shoulder blades. 


Taylor's voice softened, too. "Chris, baby. You gotta wake up for me. Come on, | got coffee for you" 
The doctor inhaled and let it out in a groan 

"That's it. | know. Got a little headache, don't you?" 

An eye blinked open as Chris's forehead wrinkled. "Taylor?" 

"That's right. You know where you are, Chris?" 


He picked up his head and looked around the room, from Taylor to the doorway and back again, eyes moving 
past Taylor to the doors leading out to the other man's patio. 


"No. Your place?" 
"Indeed. Wondering why your naked?" 


Now, the doctor rolled onto his back and looked down at his body. He let his head flop back into the pillows. 
"Fuck." 


"Indeed." 


"Oh, man. Taylor, I'm so sorry." 
Y Y 


"Don't apologize. | understand. Come on, now. Sit up and have some of this coffee. I'll see if | can find you some 


Tylenol or something.” 


Chris had swung his legs over the edge of the bed and was sitting with his head hung low in his hand when 
Taylor returned with a bottle of Tylenol. The blonde sat down beside him and held out the small, plastic bottle. 


"Thanks." 


"Look, um, I'm really sorry about what happened with Felix. | should have been there for you." Taylor heard 
himself say and scowled. What the hell was that? 


"You were. And l'm sorry about barging in here. Thank you." 


"And um, | hate to say this, Chris, but I'm catching a flight to Hawaii in less than four hours to go back and 


work on the store. | got a car picking me up at ten" 


Chris swallowed down two pills and a mouthful of coffee. "Say no more. | get it. I'll just get dressed and get out 


of here." 


The goodbye at the door was awkward. Chris leaned in for a kiss while Taylor held his hand out. 


"A fucking handshake?" Timmy berated the blonde as he sat, sullen, in the window seat of the first class 
section of their flight. 


“Shut up." Taylor mumbled. 
"But the sex was good?" 
"Well, he was fucking wasted but yeah, the sex was fucking incredible." 


"Good. When we get home, you'll call and apologize for the fucking handshake and then you can have more 


incredible sex with him." 
‘It's not that simple." 
"Why not? You said he was a good fuck so..2" 


"Just let it go, Tim Fly, please." Taylor grumbled and turned to stare out the window. What he couldn't tell his 
best friend was that he felt something for Chris and it scared the shit out of him. 


He stood next to Timmy as he checked them into the same hotel they stayed in last time. Taylor's eyes 
wandered the lobby until they landed on Hottie that Taylor fucked last time he was there. The guy raised an 
eyebrow and smirked at Taylor. 

When the expected knock on Taylor's door came, he opened it and grinned. "Good to see you again" 

"I bet. Listen, | don't recall even telling you my name last time." 


Taylor held up a hand and shook his head. "I don't fucking care." 


Hottie gave a short, sharp laugh as he moved past Taylor, into the room. 


Aunt Bet turned up at the house after Chris turned his phone off. She found him on his balcony, sitting in a 
chair, feet up on the railing, crossed at the ankles. He held a half-drank, warm bottle of beer in his hand. 


"You will have to rejoin us sooner or later, my dear." She told him. 
"| know." 

"Are we sure this is all about Felix?" 

"No" 

"Gonna tell me what else is going on?" 

"No" 


Three days had gone by. Chris replayed the night with Taylor over and over in his head, each time a missing 
piece or two was pulled from the alcoholic haze. The sex was good, he remembered that very clearly. He 
remembered the tender way the blonde had taken care of him after he broke down He remembered waking up 


in Taylor's bed He remembered the blonde's attempt at a handshake. A fucking handshake. Who shakes hands 
with someone they just spent the night with? 


Someone who doesn't want it to happen again, that's who. So Chris swallowed his pride and he refused to call 
Taylor. Refused to text him. It broke his heart but he wasn't going to put himself through it. He wasn't going 
to keep pursuing the man when he made it clear that he didn't wish to be pursued by Chris. One awkward 
movement made by Taylor on a morning when Chris swore that freight trains were crashing through his skull. 


But the message was very clear. 


"Aunt Bet?" Chris called her name without turning from his view of the ocean. 


"Yes, baby?" 
"l'm gonna die alone." 
"What? Oh Chris. you don't really think that!" 


"Why not? I'm over forty. The last relationship | had, | just let him go when he wanted to go. | didn't fight to 


keep him. So why should | find someone else?" 
"Because you will” 

"Thought that, too, for a while" the doctor hissed under his breath. 

"What happened?" 

"| fucked up. | scared this guy away: 

"How?" 

"Just needed him in ways he couldn't handle, | guess 

"Then you didn't mess it up, Chris. Maybe he just wasn't the right one. 

Yeah, maybe. Maybe there isn't a right one out there for me. 

"There's someone for everyone. You'll find him, sweetie" 

Chris flashed the fokest of smiles at his aunt, knowing he wasn't fooling her. But she let it slide anyway. 
"Im just a phone call away, Chris. Let me know when you want to get back into the saddle" 


"Will do." He murmured. Already, he was wishing Taylor was just a phone call away. 


Hottie didn't leave Taylor's bed for three days. And the blonde still had no idea what his name was, where he 
was from, or why he happened to be hanging around the hotel all the time. The darkly tanned body lounged 
across the bed as Taylor packed. 


"When are you coming back?" 


"| don't know. Maybe in a month to check on the progress of my project. You still gonna be lurking around 


here?" 
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"Cool. Well, if | see you, | see you." 
"And if not?" Hottie asked with a grin. 
Taylor shrugged. "I had fun" 


He did have fun. He had fun working on his new store during the day and coming back to the hotel to screw 
Hottie's brains out. And not thinking about the good doctor back home. 


As the jet crept ever closer to Los Angeles, however, the guilt began to eat away at the blonde. He'd expected 
Chris to contact him, even wished he would, and he hadn't. But there was a tiny piece of Taylor that knew he 
wouldn't. He knew that he had broken the doctor's heart with the awkward handshake. He could see the 
disappointment in those large, chocolate eyes. What Taylor should have done was call Chris himself. Explain how 
terrified he was, explain why he has ha terrible habit of tucking tail and taking off at the first sign of 
something real. But explaining those things meant Taylor would need to understand it all himself, first. And he 
didn't. Plus, he just couldn't let Chris see him as vulnerable. Last time he attempted that, it ended with his 


lover moving out and leaving him alone. 


They had eventually learned to avoid each other. Maura stopped mentioning Taylor to Chris. Timmy stopped 
asking Taylor about Chris. Taylor found more hills to ride his bike and let Chris have their mountain as his own. 


Taylor's new store in Hawaii was finally finished and preparing its grand opening. He had spent the last two 
weeks there, with Timmy, interviewing new staff members and completing inventory. He learned that Hottie's 
name was Jason Donovan but preferred to be called JD. But that's all he learned. JD was sometimes waiting 
for him in his room, sometimes he wasn't. They never discussed anything beyond how much they both liked 
going to bed with each other. 


Taylor was sitting on the edge of the hotel's pool, eye fucking JD as he laid out on a pool chair. A little boy 
swam past the blonde, splashing Taylor and giggling at him. Taylor laughed and kicked a foot up, splashing the 
boy in return 


A middle-aged woman screamed, "Felix! No! Apologize right now!" 


The blonde stared at the boy in the water before him. With a grumbled "fuck" under his breath, Taylor 
hoisted himself up to his feet, knowing what had to be done. 


"Taylor?" JD called after him as he gathered his phone, sunglasses, magazine and towel. He chased the blonde 


all the way up to their room, calling his name only to be ignored. 

When the door closed behind them, JD grabbed the other man by the elbow and swung him around 
"What the fuck?" 

"Gotta go home" Taylor muttered as he started throwing clothes into his bag 

"You cant go home! The store!" 

"Just for a couple days" 

"What the hell is going on with you?" 

"Something | gotta do. Ill be back in a couple days. And | think you should get outta here 


JD stood, dumbstruck, as Taylor brushed past him and flew out the door. 


Nine 


He didn't know what he was doing or why. All Taylor knew was that he had to see Chris. He sat in the window 
seat of the flight, staring out at the stark black infinity. He cared for Chris. He felt guilty about the way 

things ended. What did it mean that his emotions were so strong that he dumped the gorgeous man he'd been 
sleeping with, who wanted nothing more from him, to jump on a plane back to the man who wanted everything 


from Taylor? 


It probably meant that, much to his own dismay, Taylor was in love with Chris. There was a hole in the surfer 
bum's heart that only the good doctor knew how to heal. All of the pain and agony of his last relationship, all 
of the pain of addiction, and of loneliness, and of self-loathing, all of it went away when Taylor was with Chris. 
Taylor actively wanted to be a better man for the doctor. He wanted to live up to the doctor's expectations. It 
was only his fear and self-doubt that prevented him from trying. 


But the fear of losing the doctor for good, of never again being able to stare into those deep, dark pools of 


compassion and kindness was much greater than Taylor's fear of opening up and letting someone in again. 


Armed with determination and as much confidence as he could muster, Taylor caught a cab from the airport 
and gave the driver Chris' address. He sat in the back, chewing a fingernail and trying to figure out what to 
say to the doctor. He'd apologize, of course. And then perhaps going into full on begging. He'd expect Chris to be 
angry with him, perhaps even try to close the door in his face. But Taylor would apologize again. And again, if 
he had to. As many times as it would take to get Chris to listen to him. 


Then Taylor would tell the beautiful doctor the truth. Everything from his drug addiction to Dave to his fears 


of becoming close to someone again. He'd even tell him about JD. Well, maybe not about him. 


He paid the driver and stood on the pavement, staring up at the large modern deco home set into the Malibu 
hills. With a deep breath, he started up the drive. Two cars in the driveway. That probably wasn't a good sign 
but there was no backing down now. There were fifteen steps in the staircase leading up to the massive 


frosted glass door. Taylor counted each and every one, thinking of a corresponding reason not to turn and run. 


First, Chris’ smile. Second, Chris' hands. Third, his heart. Fourth, his voice. Fifth, his body. Sixth, the doctor's 
laugh. Seventh, the way Chris' nose wrinkled when he didn't understand something. Eighth, um.. his dedication to 
his patients. Ninth, well, ninth was the night they spent making love. And that was enough to drive him right to 
the front door. 


Taylor raised a shaking fist to knock but lowered it and exhaled deeply, rolling his head, working out the kinks in 
his neck. He raised the fist again and gave a short but loud knock. The waiting was the worst part. He shifted 
from one foot to the other. He nervously rubbed at the back of his neck. He knocked again. No response. He 
looked at the cars, looked back down the driveway to the street, looked beyond the cars at the path leading 
around the side of the house. Maybe it lead to the back. Maybe Chris was around back and that's why he 
didn't hear Taylor knocking. But he has company. 


Taking another deep breath, he made up his mind. No matter what, he was not leaving without pouring his 
heart out to the beautiful doctor. Slowly, Taylor followed the flagstone path around the corner of the house. It 
led to an area underneath a concrete balcony, upon which he could hear the doctor's voice. Taylor stood among 
a couple old bicycles, a broke treadmill and a weight bench and felt like he was eavesdropping. 

"Hey, can you hand me the steaks? | think the grill is hot enough now." Chris. 

"Yeah, sure. Here you go. I'm going to get another beer. You want one, babe?" Another man. 

Babe. He called Chris babe. Taylor's heart stopped cold. He clenched his fists and squeezed his eyes closed. 
"Shit! Shit, shit, shit! | gotta get out of here!" He mumbled, turning swiftly to return the way he came. 

As soon as he left the shelter of the balcony, however, he was spotted. 


"Hey! Hey! Who the hell are you? What are you doing down there?!" Chris's companion yelled. 


Taylor took off running, he could hear the man yelling to Chris about some guy creeping down in the yard. The 
blonde reached the front of the house and just kept going until - 


"Taylor?" Chris' voice stopped him dead in his tracks at the end of the drive. “Taylor, what are you doing 


here?" 
He remained frozen with his back to the doctor. "Fuck" He hissed under his breath. 
He turned and slowly raised his eyes and the sight he saw made his heart split in two. Chris stood in the 


doorway, wearing nothing but a pair of cargo shorts and flip-flops. The man who owned the other voice walked 


up beside Chris and put his arm around the doctor's back. He also was barely dressed. He was a little shorter 


than Chris with a thick frame and pin-straight black hair. 
"Taylor?" Chris asked again. He turned to the other man and held up a finger, indicating to give him a moment. 


The other stayed in the doorway while Chris approached the blonde. Every step Chris took hardened Taylor's 


heart once more. 

"What's going on? You okay?" 
"l'm fine." 

"What are you doing here?" 


"Uh. Nothing. | thought." Taylor swallowed and looked away, past the house, at the ocean beyond. "| just 


thought | should apologize for the way things ended" 

"Oh! Oh, yeah. Well," Chris shifted uncomfortably, rubbing a palm along his own jaw. "Shit happens, right?" 
"Yeah, | guess." He pulled his sunglasses off his head and over his eyes. "Well, take care." 
"Taylor, wait!" Chris blurted out. "Want to stay for a beer? Oh, wait. I'm sorry." 

"Yeah, no. No, thanks." He smiled bitterly. "lm sorry for interrupting with your new." 
"Oh, Shawn. The golfer." 

"Ah. Hope it works this time." 

Chris jammed his fists into his pockets. "Thanks." 

"See ya" 

"Wait. Its kind of a long walk back into town to catch a cab. | could drive you." 

Now Taylor laughed. "No. No way." 

"Well, | can't let you take a bike. You might run someone down." Chris grinned. 


‘lm fine with the long walk. | could." Taylor glanced past Chris, at Shawn still staring at them from the 
doorway. "could use the time." 


Chris lay on his back with Shawn curled around him, his head against Chris' shoulder. The golfer slept soundly. 
Lazily, Chris ran his fingers through the silky black hair. He stared into the darkness but what he saw was 
Taylor. 


Ten 


Maura leaned against the cabinet which held tongue depressors and cotton balls and disposable gloves. She 
watched Chris check Jordie's ears. 


"He just showed up at your house?" 

"Yeah. Out of the blue. How many months has it been?" 

"| dont know” She grinned as she crossed her arms over her chest. "How many months has it been?" 
"Too many. I'm back with Shawn" 

"The golfer?" 
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"And how's that going” 

"Its fine. Good. Great 

"Mm hmm" 

Chris ignored her tone and moved on to checking Jordie's tonsils. "So what's he been up to?" 


Maura grinned. "Been out in Hawaii a lot. That store opened and, arrogant prick that he is, he wouldn't let Tim 
manage it. He said Tim's too incompetent to handle Hawaii." 


"Sounds like him." 
"Did you even try to get to know him, Doctor?" 


"Of course | didl" 


"Then you would know that it's his way of keeping Tim here with his family. He's putting himself there so that 
Timmy didn't miss Jordie's birthday party and Danny's first soccer game." 


"What a saint." Chris muttered. 
"He is definitely flawed, Chris, | never said he wasn't. But he's worth it.” 


"Worth what?" Chris replied, raising his voice slightly. 


"It. He's worth the trouble he's putting you through." 

"He's not. I'm not going through anything. I'm back with Shawn. He's right for me. He's." 
"Boring." 

"He's not boring! You've never even met him, Maura!" 

"Safe." 

"Safe is good." 

"Safe is boring." 


"Safe is not some emotionally stunted, ex-junkie slut!" Chris snapped as he turned from Jordie and glared at 


her mother. 

"Watch it, doctor. That's my kid. And he's my friend" 

"lm sorry" 

"You could call him." 

"| don't want to!" 

"Yes, you do." 

"| can't." 

"Okay." Maura shrugged and reached for her daughter. 

"He went back to Hawaii?" 

"Yep. About three hours after he walked back to his house. Didn't you wonder why he did that?" 
"Said he wanted to apologize for everything." 

"Yes, but didn't you wonder why he did that?" She repeated, poking her finger into Chris’ chest. 
Chris remained silent. 


"He loves you.” Maura went on. 


"No, he doesn't." 

"Pretty sure he does." She grinned and nodded. 

"Sure has a shitty way of showing it." 

"Mouth, doctor!" 

Chris sighed and rolled his eyes. "Bring Danny in as soon as you can" 
"Will do. Go to Hawaii." 


"No. 


Shawn was waiting with a bottle of beer and a barbequed steak when Chris got home. Chris smiled Yes, this is 
what he wanted. This is what made sense. 


The couple sat at the small table outside and ate in comfortable silence. 
"This is great, babe. Thank you." 

"You're welcome, sweetheart. You had a long day, huh? How's Aunt Bette?" 
"Same as always, full of piss and fire." 

The golfer smiled and picked up his beer. "The tour is starting soon" 

"I know." Chris nodded. 

"Would you come with me?" 

"For the entire tour? | can't, Shawn" 

"| know. The first leg is in Hawaii. Come out to Hawaii with me." 

Chris frowned. "Really?" 

"Ill be nice. Like a much-needed vacation" 


"| don't know. When is it?" 


"Three weeks." 


"lll see." 


Feeling like LA was the last place he wanted to be for a while, Taylor found a condo to rent on the long term 
while he stayed in Hawaii. It was six blocks from the beach and the new store, which was doing well. He 
brought Bo back with him and picked up a used truck to throw his boards in and hit some beaches around the 
rest of the island. 

He was off men for a while, he decided He could have picked up anybody he met out on the beach in the 
morning. Could have had more meaningless sex than he could shake his dick at but there was only one man on 
his mind. And he fucking hated himself for allowing it to happen 

Taylor was sitting in the sand, daydreaming about that one amazing night with Chris, when he heard Bo barking. 
"Bo!" He called the dog. 

No Bo. 

"BO! Get your ass back here!" 

He found the dog down the beach, being petted by a young girl. 

"Hey, sorry about that. He usually comes when | call him." 

"Is okay. What's his name?" 

"Bo" 

"Hey, Bo." She giggled. 

From behind Taylor, he heard a woman. 

"Mikala! Leave the dog alone!" 

‘Its okay, Mommy! He's friendly.” 


The little girl was a little older than Timmy's Jordie and just as cute. 


Taylor grinned. "Cute kid. That's my dog. He's a big mushball. 


"That's my kid, she's a regular animal magnet 

He extended his hand, "Taylor: 

'Luana" She smiled and took the hand that Taylor offered. "You from California?" 
"What gave it away?" 

"Just a guess” 

"Do you surf?" Mikala asked 

"| do. You surf?" 

"Nol Mom says l'm too little." 

Luana smiled. “Swims like a fish but | dont know.. she's too young’ 


"| was learning when | was her age. | could help." Taylor shrugged and then cursed himself. What the hell was 


he doing? He didn't have time to spend babysitting some little brat kid. 
"Yes! Yes, Mommy, please!" 
"Mikala" The mother scolded. "Look, | appreciate that but | don't even know you." 


What the hell was Taylor doing?! "Get to know me. | own The Garage over on Broadway. This is my dog, Bo. 
That's my board over there. And I'm Taylor from Laguna Beach, California." 


‘Mommy, please!" 
"Maybe another time." Luana smiled politely and took her daughter's hand. 
"Mommy!" The little girl wailed. 


As they walked off, Bo whined and started to follow. Taylor whistled and the dog returned to his side. Mikala 


looked over her shoulder and Taylor waved and gave her a smile. 

Idiot. Fucking idiot getting so desperate for a change that he's hitting on a woman now? A mother, no less. But 
it wasn't the mother that Taylor wanted to spend time with. It was the little girl. Thanks to the good doctor, 
Taylor suddenly had this odd feeling towards kids. Maybe they weren't so bad. Maybe it'd be cool to have one. 


"Bo, I'm a first rate asshole." He grumbled before turning to shuffle back to his board. 


The dog looked at him with a cocked head as Taylor stood in front of the full length mirror, dressed in another 
suit and tie. 


"| look like a tool, don't |?" 

Bo snorted. 

"ll take that as a yes." 

He was doing more interviewing for a manager. Once he picked someone and got them up the speed, he could go 
home. The truth was he had no fucking clue what he was doing. Timmy was the brains of the operation and 


Taylor missed having his input on a daily basis. 


A couple of the full time employees raised eyebrows when their beach bum boss walked in. One went so far as 


to whistle. 

"Down, girls. Back off" He grinned at them. 

"What's going on, boss? Somebody die?" 

"Ie got a couple people coming in for the manager job." 

"Shouldn't they be the ones in the suit?" 

The third application in the pile belonged to Luana Kapuni. 

"Aw, shit" Taylor said with a soft laugh when she walked in. "Why didn't you tell me?" 
"Well, you know." Luana said with a bit of a shrug. "| didn't want to be that person 


Bachelor's degree in Business Management, eight years experience in retail, local resident of Honolulu. Intelligent, 


articulate, and responsible. 

After talking for forty-five minutes, Taylor breathed a sigh of relief. 
"How long do you need to give notice at your current job?" 

"Three weeks, unfortunately.” 


"lll wait on one condition." 


Luana narrowed her gaze. "What?" 


"Let me teach Mikala to surf." 


Eleven 


"Hey, dude. | wanted to tell you about the person | hired for the manager position" 

"Let me guess, eighteen year old Samoan hottie with a big cock" Tim Fly chuckled into the phone. 
"You know me so well” Taylor flatly said as he picked a piece of ham off his pizza and threw it at Bo. 
"Damn right, | do. What's his name? Or don't you even care?" 

"Tim Its a woman and her name is Luana and she's perfect, really." 

"A woman?" Timmy repeated, sounded shocked. "Did you run out of men on the island already?" 


"Tim! | mean it. She's gonna be great for the store. She's smart and she's dedicated and she doesn't put up 


with any bullshit” 
"So wait, you actually thought with your brain this time instead of the little guy? Wow, l'm impressed." 


Taylor sighed. "Fuck you, man I'm trying to talk to about the store. Can you stop insulting me for five 


minutes?" 
"Sure. Five minutes starting right now." 


"Forget it. Call me back when you've got this all out of your system." Taylor ended the call and slammed his 
phone down on the desk. 


It was then that Luana entered the office and stood with her arms crossed. 
"What's the matter?" She asked. 
"Nothing. My friend was just giving me shit. Wait until you meet him, he's a jerk" 


"Oh, | can't wait." She smiled and took a step closer. "So, now that l'm here, Taylor, can | talk to you about a 
couple things that | don't like?" 


He gave her a small smile and gestured to the chair. "Only if you eat pizza with me." 
"Good, I'm freaking starving!" 


The more she talked, the more Taylor liked her. And the more he felt better about himself. He wasn't a slut, 


like Timmy teased him for. Okay, he was, but that's not all he was. He was successful, he was clean, he was 


caring, and he was smart because he surrounded himself and his business with smart people. 
"The Sony Open kicks off in five days. | know it's really short notice but | have a friend that works with the 
advertisers for the event. There's a chance we could get in on it. It would give us a ton of exposure, Taylor. 


There's advertising and sponsorship all over!" 


Taylor shifted uncomfortably in his chair. The golf tournament. Luana was right, it would be a great 
opportunity to get some exposure and really, what are the chances that he'd even see Chris's boyfriend? 


"Would we go?" 
"We could, | guess. Golf is boring as hell but | bet it's safer for Mikala to learn that than surfing" She grinned. 
"Do it. Call your friend back and find out how much it would cost for us to get into the sponsorship." 


"Cool! This is gonna bring us so much business, Taylor! You'll see! You won't regret this!" She jumped from the 
chair and was out the door. 


| might." He mumbled as he stared at the empty pizza box on his desk. 


The doctor had never been to Hawaii. And after Taylor, he vowed never to go, unless it was with Taylor. That 
was just a silly dream, though. Shawn begged and pleaded and gave really good blowjobs in order to get Chris 
to agree to join him. Forcing those thoughts from his mind, Chris stepped up to the window and pushed the 
curtains aside. 


The view from their room on the seventeenth floor was incredible. The ocean was a bright turquoise, the sand 
was a gorgeous white. Bright colored umbrellas dotted the beach, palm trees swayed lazily in the breeze. 
Chris's eyes followed a couple of surfers out in the water, wondering where Taylor might be. The doctor 
wasn't even sure where Taylor was. He could be in Hawaii, he could be back in Los Angeles. He grinned when 


two arms circled him from behind 

"Thank you for coming with me. I'm so happy that you're here." Shawn whispered and then kissed Chris's cheek. 
I'm happy that l'm here, too. Its gorgeous out there." 

"Gorgeous in here, too." The golfer replied as he gently tugged Chris back towards the bed. 

Chris allowed himself to be laid down on his back. Shawn hovered over him, gently brushing his hair away from 


his face. He wanted to love Shawn. Chris wanted nothing more than to love him deeply and wholly. Shawn 


deserved that. He didn't deserve a man who constantly had another on his mind. 


"You're a million miles away, Chris." 


"No, no. I'm fine. I'm here. I'm right here." The doctor smiled and wrapped his arms around Shawn's neck. "I love 


you, Shawn. Thank you." 


He could do this. He could be happy with Shawn. Shawn was sexy and sweet and kind. Shawn was .. safe. Chris 
lay wrapped up tight in his boyfriend's arms, eyes wide open, the Hawaiian night sky. 


The following day was full of press and interviews. The doctor played the attentive boyfriend, holding Shawn's 
hand, laughing, smiling for photos, and he was fine. Until he happened to be looking through the itinerary for 
the tournament and noticed one of the sponsors. The Garage Surf Shop. 

They couple had dinner with one of the other golfers and his wife. Again, Chris was inside his own head. 

"a pediatrician? That's wonderfull" The wife, Marie, was talking to him. 

"What? Oh, Yes, | am." 


"Shawn says you have your own practice back in LA" 


"I do. I's just a small little office. My aunt is my receptionist and most of the time, | spend the day pulling 


gummie bears out of kids' noses and prescribing allergy medication" 
Still, its very sweet." 
Chris smiled politely and said, "Thank you." 


"We'll have to have you and Shawn out for our charity auction. We hold one once a year for the Cancer 


Center at Cedars Sinai." 


At the mention of the hospital, Chris frowned. Shawn laid a hand on his thigh, squeezing it gently. Chris realized 
he probably meant it in a comforting manner but the doctor felt his chest tighten and his vision blur. 


"Excuse me. Excuse me, l'm sorry. | need some air." He mumbled, clumsily pushing his chair back. 

On his way past the bar, he ordered a beer. Chris grabbed it and hurried out onto the patio overlooking the 
pond on the sixteenth hole. He was feeling everything close in on him. He remembered his phone in his pocket 
and pulled it out. His heart was in his throat as he waited for the person on the other end to pick up. 


"Well, | wondered how long it would be until | heard from you." 


"Aunt Bette, | don't know what l'm doing.” 


"You're lying to yourself, that's what you're doing. 
"Im trying to make this work and | just. | can't get my shit together!" 

"He's not the one for you, Chris’ 

"He is! He's a good man | can't do this to hin!" 

"Okay, then why are you calling me?" 

Chris sighed. "Tell me the other one is an asshole who's just going to keep breaking my heart" 


"He's an asshole who's just going to keep breaking your heart. So that you can fall in love with him all over 


again" 

"You're right, Aunt Bette. | do love him. Shit!" Chris grumbled before taking a long drink of his beer. 
"Chris?" Shawn stood in the doorway. For how long, Chris had no idea 

The doctor spun around, "I gotta go" He told his aunt and then ended the call 

"You okay?" 

"Yeah. Yeah, fine. Sorry” 

"Hts okay. km sorry about back there." 

"No! No, it's not your fault. Not at all" 


The golfer took a step toward his boyfriend. "Baby, you seem to be dealing with some stuff going on up in 
your head. Is there anything | can do to help?" 


"No, I'm sorry. There is something going on and its going to change my life. | just have to sort some stuff out 


first." 


Shawn smiled, believing he knew where this was going. He rubbed a hand up and down Chris's thick bicep. "Take 
your time, then. You shouldn't rush these things." 


The doctor begged off the morning's round of events, claiming he just wanted to lay on the beach and enjoy 
some peace and quiet. Shawn grinned like a fool and told him to go ahead and enjoy his "soul searching.” Chris 


looked at him like he was crazy but the golfer merely continued to smile. 


"This is a big step. Of course, you - we both - need to be sure." Shawn told him. 
"Oh" Oh, fuck. Fuck! Shit! Chris nearly exploded in shame and heartbreak 


A short time later, the doctor found himself standing outside of the entrance to The Garage, staring up at the 


pink neon sign above the door. 


Twelve 


He could walk in or he could turn and run. One man offered passion and mystique and a twisting, turning trail 


not unlike the trail where they met. One man offered unending love and loyalty and a vanilla happiness. 


Chris took a deep breath and pulled the door open A couple of kids pushed their way past him as Chris' eyes 
darted around the large store, looking for Taylor. There was no sign of him around. Chris took a couple steps 
into the store and smiled. It was so Taylor and yet, not. It was brightly lit with The Beach Boys playing in the 
background. The floor was an industrial concrete painted a shiny dark grey and the ceiling ducts and wires and 
pipes were exposed and painted all different colors. One wall was dedicated to surfboards, another held bicycles 
of the mountain and touring varieties. There was a skate shop located in the back. Racks and racks of trunks 
and bikinis and towels lined the middle of the store. A giant bin full of beach balls and other inflatable beach 
toys sat in the very middle of the racks. Chris wandered through to the bike section and continued to search 
for that head of blonde hair. 


"Hello, welcome. Is there anything | can help you find?" A young girl dressed in a white cropped t-shirt and red 
and white board shorts asked. 


"No, thank you. I'm just looking for now." Then Chris thought for a moment. "Hey, when did this place open? l'm 
from LA, there's one of them there, too, right?" 


"Opened just a few weeks ago. Yeah, there are a couple in California" 

"Cool. Thanks." 

He lingered, browsing through the surfboards and skateboards. He kept his head down, listening for Taylor's 
voice, listening for any indication that he was there. Finally, Chris flipped through the racks of shorts, settling 
on a black pair with white hibiscus flowers printed all over them. He then picked up a large, bright purple 
towel, and a tube of sunscreen. 

The woman operating the cash register was pretty and gave him a sweet, flirtatious smile. 

"Luana" Chris read her tag. Store Manager, it said under her name. "That's pretty. What does it mean?" 


"In Samoan, it means happy. In English, however, it means overworked" 


Chris smiled. "It's funny because that's what Chris means, too." He pointed at his chest, indicating himself. "No, 
that's a lie. l'm not overworked. Not at all." 


"You must be in town for the tournament.” 


"I am! | mean, l'm not playing in it. My boyfriend is." 


"Oh!" Luana grinned. "That's too bad" 

"Too bad?" 

"That you're taken. | was going to tell you that maybe we would see you there and cheer you on" 
"You're going?" 

"Yes, my boss and |. We bought into the sponsorship. Good for business, you know." 

"Wait... your.. boss?" Chris felt dizzy. 

"Yeah, the guy that owns this shack" 


"Oh." And he suddenly felt sick to his stomach. He gave Luana a tight smile, grabbed his bag, and ran for the 


door. 


He stumbled out the door and stopped for a moment, looking up and down the boulevard that skirted the 
beach. Crossing the street, Chris kicked his sandals off and walked through the thick, mushy, white sand. Taylor 
was still there. Possibly in the store. But definitely at the golf tournament tomorrow. There'd be no avoiding 
him there. But wait, Chris thought, why should he avoid him? Why shouldn't he tell him how he feels? 


Using one of the public restrooms along the beach, Chris splashed water on his face before changing into his 
new shorts. He walked along the beach until he came to rest under a palm tree. He spread his towel out and 
tied his hair back. Then Chris covered most of his exposed skin in the sun screen. He pulled his sunglasses 


down over his eyes and lay back on his towel. 


Thoughts of Taylor filled his head. Memories, worries, hopes. And then Chris’ brain shifted gears and he 
thought about Shawn. He was a smart, successful athlete who had a lot to offer someone. But it wouldn't be 
Chris. He would have to sit the man down and speak to him. After his golf game. Chris would feel awful if 


Shawn was off his game tomorrow because of him. 


Chris sighed and turned over onto his stomach. He set his glasses aside and buried his face in his arms. Some 
time later, he drifted off to sleep and was abruptly woken up by someone screaming for help. Chris quickly sat 
up and put his shaded his eyes, looking down the beach toward the surf. He saw a crowd gathering and 


someone waving their arms over their head. 


He stood and quickly ran down toward the commotion. He found a small child laid out in the sand, unconscious. 


A man in a wetsuit knelt beside the child. 


"What happened here? Is she breathing?" He pushed his way through the crowd and knelt down on the other 
side of the girl. 


The man in the wetsuit looked up and Chris found himself staring directly into those gorgeous hazel eyes he 
dreamed about. The air was knocked out of his lungs and he fell back on his ass. 


"Taylor!" 
"Chris? What the fuck are you doing here?" 
"I - Oh, forget it. What happened to her? Who is she, Taylor?" 


"My friend's daughter. | was teaching her to surf and she fell. Must have took in too much water or 
something. The next thing | know, she floated up and she wasn't moving." 


Chris examined the girl, looking for any sign of injury. He ran his hands over her head and neck and chest. 
Nothing. She was breathing but it seemed shallow. As he gazed at her face, Chris saw Felix's face and his 
hands stilled against the girl's shoulders. 

"Chris!" 

"| don't know.. I'm not sure what to do." 

Taylor grabbed his shoulders and shook him. "Chris, please! You can do this! You have to!" 

Theirs eyes met and Taylor nodded. 

Chris went back to work He turned his head and lowered his ear to Mikala's mouth. Short, gurgling breaths. He 
placed the heel of his large hand against the lower part of her breastbone and counted out twenty-five quick 
compressions. Chris lowered his ear to her mouth again. Nothing changed. He placed a hand on her forehead 
and his other two fingers on her chin to tilt her head back and open her mouth. 

‘Chris, please! Please!!!" Taylor screamed. 

He gently pinched her little nose and blew two quick breaths into Mikala's mouth, watching to see if her chest 
rose. After that, Chris went back to giving her more quick, hard chest compressions. Twenty-five more and he 
blew into her mouth again. 


When she suddenly coughed and choked, Chris yelled, "Turn her!" 


He and Taylor turned the little girl on her side and she vomited and coughed and sputtered. Someone thrust a 
bottle of water into Taylor's hand and he went to make Mikala drink. 


Chris held his wrist. "Not yet. Let her get it all out and take a few deep breaths. Looks like she just inhaled a 


lot of water when she fell." 


Tears glistened the blonde's large, worried eyes. Chris gave a small smile. 
"She's gonna be okay." 


Taylor quickly wiped his eyes and then threw himself against Chris, hugging him tightly. "Thank youl | don't 
know how you managed to be right here right now but I'm so fucking thankful.” 


Chris couldn't stop himself. He pulled back to find Taylor's face. Then he kissed him. Long and deep, giving the 


other man everything he had, pouring all of his emotions and desires into it. 

Meanwhile, the crowd cheered. Taylor pulled back and gave a relieved laugh. 

"Chris?" Shawn pushed through and stared at his boyfriend in the arms of another man. 
"Mikala?" Luana pushed through beside Shawn 

"Mommy?!" 

| can explain" Chris and Taylor both blurted out at the same time. 


One man chased after Shawn. One chased after Luana and Mikala 


"You almost killed my child, Taylor!" She screamed at him. 
"I know. l'm so so sorry! | would never intentionally hurt her, Luana!" 
"Taylor, she almost drowned. Do you not understand that?" 


They both stood at the foot of the bed at the Emergency Room. Mikala seemed fine but Luana brought her 
anyway. Now, the child laid in the bed, watching her mother and her friend, Taylor, scream at each other. 


‘Mom! Mommy, stop!" 

"Mikala, not right now." 

‘I'm fine! Taylor's boyfriend saved me." 

They both turned to look at her. "What did you just say?" 


"He saved me. That man was your boyfriend, right? Because you kissed him." 


Taylor huffed. "He kissed me." 
"A little irrelevant, don't you think?" 
Taylor slumped against the wall, only then realizing he was still wearing his wetsuit. 


"Mikala, | am so sorry that you got hurt on my watch. Luana, please. You know | care for her and | would 
never do anything to hurt her." 


"But you did! You deliberately went behind my back and did something with my child that | asked you not to do. 


Taylor, how can | ever trust you again? Please leave." 
"But | m 


"LEAVE!" She screamed at him. 


"It was that guy from your house." A statement rather than a question. 

"Yes." Chris sat on the end of the bed and watched Shawn pacing in front of him. 
"Man, | am a real fucking idiot! | thought you were going to fucking propose to me!" 
"lm sorry! 

The golfer stopped pacing and stood in front of the doctor. "Do you love me?" 
"Yog" 

"Do you love him?" 

"Yog" 

"Did you know he was going to be here?" 

"No." 

"But you knew he had a store here." 


"Yes." 


"Can you fucking say anything more than yes or no?" 
‘lm sorry." 
"Are we done? Again?" Shawn asked as he sank to the bed beside Chris. 


The doctor took Shawn's hand and pressed it between his own two hands. "Im so sorry. | think you're amazing. | 


really do. And | feel love for you. Its just not enough." 


Thirteen 


Chris accompanied Shawn to the tournament and stayed at his side until he had to sit down for his pre-game 


interviews. 


"You're gonna do great, Shawn" He told the golfer as he gave him one last hug. "I think you're an incredible 


man and l'm going to hold you in my heart." 

| would have married you." Shawn whispered. 

"| may live to regret not asking you to." 

| hope you do." He replied with a tiny smile. 

"Go get ‘em, tiger." Chris grinned and gave Shawn's cheek a kiss. 


"Very funny." Shawn took a step away, ready to start one of the most important days of his life when he 
turned. "Would it be too weird to ask you to stay in touch?" 


I'd be happy to." 


"Get out of here. | don't want to look up on the eighteenth hole and see your face. You'll cost me the whole 
damn thing." 


"I'm gone." The doctor gave a sad smile. 


Chris wandered through the crowds, following signs to the sponsors’ tents. His heart was in his throat as he 
approached the Garage's tent only to find two younger men in the same red t-shirts. No Taylor. 


"Hey, uh, the guy that owns this place, he here today?" 
"He was supposed to be but something happened. Had a family emergency, so he had to take off." 


"Ah, okay. Thanks." 


Taylor was sitting in his office. He should be at the tournament but he was afraid he'd see Chris there. He 


was staring into space, his mind consumed with doubt and self-loathing. He really fucked everything up. 


"Well, that's what you get for caring about people." He muttered. 


Luana was probably going quit. He'd never get to see Mikala again. And then there was Chris. 

Chris was an incredible man. He managed to break through Taylor's barriers. That's what made him dangerous. 
He made Taylor really believe he could have a happy future with the good doctor. Taylor clutched that belief 
tightly in one fist and the belief that he didn't deserve that happy future with the other fist. 

He leaned back in his chair and heavily sighed. He had seen some incredible highs and some horrific lows over 
the last few months. His business had expanded. He met a good friend in Luana and allowed himself to grow 
close to her daughter. And Taylor had fallen in love. He had reached out, beyond his walls, and found a good 
man. Taylor had watched that man suffer a traumatic loss. He had watched Chris walk away from him and 
make a life with another. And, in his head, Taylor had moved on. But, in his heart, Chris remained. 

A soft knocking on the door frame drew him from his thoughts. Taylor breathed a sigh of relief and smiled. 
"Hey." 

"m still angry with you." 

"| know." 

"But | like this job. And." Luana softly grinned as she slowly wandered into the room. 

"You like me?" Taylor attempted to complete her sentence. 

"Mikala does." 


He smiled. 


"But, so help me God, if | see you and her and a surfboard within a mile of each other again, | will kill you. You 


got me, Hawkins?" 

"Loud and clear." 

"Good. Now, there's another little matter you need to clear up." 
"What? Something happen on the floor?" Taylor started to stand up. 
"No." Luana glanced at the door. 

Chris appeared, looking forlorn and absolutely miserable. 


The blonde man audibly groaned and dropped his head. 


‘ll leave you two to talk” She gave Chris a smile and touched his shoulder before walking out and closing the 
behind her. 


The doctor took in the sight of the other man. He wanted Taylor to be happy to see him but even Chris knew 
that would be a stretch. 


"Hi" 

| thought you would be at the golf tournament" 

| could say the same to you." 

"Didn't feel like going. Besides, | had stuff to do around here." He swept his eyes across his empty desk 
| can see that." The doctor looked around the office, noting Bo curled up on a mat in one corner. 
"Shouldn't you be there, cheering on your boyfriend?" 

"We broke up." Chris said quietly, stuffing his hands into his pockets. 


"Chris, | can't be what you want me to be." Taylor finally said as he rounded the desk and started for the 


door. 
"We broke up because l'm in love with you" The doctor side stepped to block the door. 
Taylor's shoulders grew rigid and he sighed. "Get out of the way” 

ne 

"Please get out of the way" 

"| can't" 

"Goddamn it, Chris. This won't work!" 


"Why not? And don't say it's because you don't love me. You came to my house that day for a reason. To tell 
me, right?" 


Taylor bit his lip and squeezed his eyes closed. 
"Look, | know we don't look good on paper. | know we come from different worlds. But look, here | am. I'm in 


your world and fuck, Taylor, you've been a part of my world since the day we met. I've fucking tried to live 


the right life, choose the right partner, plan the perfect future. But | don't fit in that world. | fit in yours. 


Please." 


His hair hung over his face, hiding the tears that threatened to spill over. Chris moved to gently tuck a lock of 
golden hair behind Taylor's ear and the surfer flinched. 


"Please" Chris whispered. “I love you" 

"You cant" 

"Well, too bad. | do 

"Fucking stubborn Neanderthal 

The doctor gave a soft laugh and tried to put his arms around the smaller man. Taylor flinched again 
"Come back to LA with me" Chris said "Come home ard let's try this again’ 

"| like it here. | have a home here now! 

"So that's it?" He glared at the blonde. "We found love together but you're going to hide from it here? You're 
going to waste this chance we've been given? All because what? | broke a good man's heart so that you can 
remain behind these walls?" 

"| didn't ask you to come here, Chris! | didnt ask you to break up with him. | was happy here" 

"Im not letting you run away again" 

"You dont have a fucking choice! Get out” 

Na 

"Get the fuck out of my store!" 

"No. Not until you tell me that you're in love with me. 

"Ht doesn't fucking matter! | don't want you! | cant. | can't want you! 

"Why not?" 

"Because," Taylor bawled. "Because | don't! Now, get the fuck out of my way! 


They glared at each other. Taylor gritted his teeth. Chris ran a hand over his hair and dropped his chin. 


The smaller man lunged for the door and the doctor stepped in front of him and caught him around the 


shoulders. 

"Let go of mel l'm leaving!" 

‘| can't let you do that until we talk this out." 

"We did! | dont want youl" 

"| don't believe you." 

They struggled against one another. Taylor trying to squirm free, Chris trying to hold him still. The blonde 
wrenched an arm free and balled his hand into a fist. He swung at the doctor and caught him in the temple. 
Chris dropped his arms and staggered back. 

Taylor reached for the door handle. 

"| love you." Chris said in a quiet, broken voice. 


"Nol" The surfer growled but rested his forehead against the door, closing his eyes. 


“Taylor, | love you. | love it all. | love your past and your present and your future. | don't care who you were. | 


care about who we could be together." 

The smaller man sniffled. Chris could see his shoulders rising and falling with the sobs he tried so desperately 
to keep under control. He reached for Taylor again and this time, the doctor was able to get his strong, 
powerful arms around Taylor's lithe frame. He turned him around to face him. The blonde lay his head against 


Chris' shoulder and his fingers curled into the back of the doctor's shirt. 


For a long moment, they stood in an embrace. Taylor quietly sobbed and Chris held him, stroking his back, and 
telling him everything would be okay. 


"| don't want to go through it all again" 
"Through what?" 


"What if you leave? What if we fall apart and you blame me?" 


It was like starting over. 


Chris checked into a different hotel, a room by himself. He showered and dressed in a pair of jeans and a white 


button down shirt. He brushed out his hair and applied a spritz of cologne. After a call to his aunt to fill her in 
on what happened, he met Taylor for dinner at the restaurant Taylor suggested. 


He grinned and his heart skipped a beat when he arrived by taxi to find Taylor already there, waiting for him. 
"You were right." Taylor said as he greeted him. 


"About?" 


"The reason | came to see you that day." 


